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OUTLINE 


1 . CHILDHOOD 

1. Happy growing up on the farm 

2. My most loved hobby as a child - gardening 

3. School years 

4. Moving to the City from the farm to enter High School 

5 . Graduation takes place in the GHETTO, surrounded by S.S. Guards 

6. Degredation, hunger, and harrassement in the GHETTO 


2. AUSCHWITZ 

1. Freight-car ride to Auschwitz 

2. Arrival and separation from parents 

3. Showers, shavings, and prison costumes 

4. Famous lining up for the counts. "CELAPPEL" 

5. Getting acquainted with life, and all the horrors: hunger, 
cold, lice, beatings, and slave labor in the various camps. 

6. Exhausted by the horrors, skin and bone, no hope left. 

7. Evacuation (running away from the Russian front.) 

8. Left on no man’s land by the S.S. Guards 

3. LIBERATION 

1. The struggle to find my way home, by walking 3 % weeks across 
bombed out Europe, worn out by the above events. 

2. Arriving home. Was this my home??? 

3. Rejection by neighbors 

4. Not being able to enter my parents’ house, now occupied by 
our former neighbors. 

5. None of our former neighbors offered shelter. Liberated now, 
but hungry and homeless again. The fight to establish living 
quarters without funds, exhausted and no opportunity to work, 
unable to regain ownership of our house and other valuables 
now taken by the Russians. 

6. Life under Russian occupation 

7. My managerial position under Russian occupation 

8. Not able to obtain a permit to leave Russia 

9. The illegal crossing of the Russian border by foot during the 
night to reach a western country where chances would exist to 
emigrate to the U.S.A. 

* 

4. THE 3 YEARS WAIT FOR A VISA TO COME TO THE U.S.A. 


1. Living and working in liberated CZECHOSLOVAKIA in the famous 
resort of Marienbad populated mostly by Germans 










2. Watching the Germans obeying the laws now themselves, which they 
had originally written for the Jews. They were now called the 
German Laws . Finally a touch of justice and revenge . 


5. ARRIVAL IN THE LAND OF DREAMS : THE U.S.A. 

1. Rejection rather than love from my newly found relatives, 

2. Working in a factory for 65 cents an hour, while learning the English language 

3. Trying luck in Miami. 

4. My romance with George. 

5. Return to New York. 

6. Sewing machine operator, then sales person, assistant manager, store 
manager, then display director. 

6. MV; YEARS WITH R.H. MACY ! S 

1. Instant success: Training squad, senior assistant, buyer within 14 months, 

2. The 16 exciting years with Macy’s. I finally arrived where I could dis¬ 
play my abilities and talents. I was generously rewarded morally and 
financially for my outstanding achievements. 

3. My presidential silver cup for outstanding merchandising abilities. 

4. My buying trips around the GLOBE, 


CLOSING CHAPTER 

A MESSAGE OF COURAGE 


My experiences and achievements should serve as an example for the troubled youth 
of today. 

It is possible to overcome, no matter how enormous the social injustices one has 
suffered, providing one does not waste time feeling sorry for oneself or waste 
their time on a Psychiatrist’s couch. The strength to survive is only found in your 
soul. Hard work, determination, and a free domocracy as we enjoy in America, can 
help heel the wounds. The scar however, will remain forever!!!! 

To avoid similar circumstances from happening, involvement and work for a better £uLure 
helps to go on. 
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It is one of my most precious memorries of the past. It is the well which 
I frequently did visit and still do in my most difficult moments in life 
to replanish my strenght levels to go on. IT IS MY CHILDHOOD. 

As I look back at my childhood, and early teen years, they were even happier 
than I had the capacity to realize it at that time. One has a tendency 
to take things for granted at any age. 

My mother and father were wonderful people, and the love with which they 
filled our young yers, my only brother and myne has helped carry us through 
all the difficult times that followed after their all to soon departure. 

They became victims as our whole family did, and many other millions of 
the Jewish faith in Europe to the horrible war crimes that Hitler 
masterminded: n THE HOLOCAUST" 

How very beautiful were those young years! So full of love, warmth, 
neighborlines and close family. Aunts , uncles, cousines grand mothers, 
grand fathers and good friends and neighbours, warm and spirit filled 
Holidays. Everything that makes a childs life happy and sweet. 

You could not have sold the idea to my wonderful father, that there was 
somewhere in the world a little girl just as beautiful as his. 

He was convinced that his was the greatest in the whole wide world. 

I could have everything I wanted from my father with just a smile or 
a little hug. 

My brother was equally loved by my wonderful mother. Even though both 
our parents had enormous love for both of us, somehow my father had 
more love for me, and my mother had more love for my brother. 

Psychologically I guess that my father saw the perfect woman tobe in me, 
and my mother myst have seen the perfect man to be in my brother. 

And so we happyly lived on the farm of our grand parents, which was 
a leftover part of our very affluent great grand parents. 

We attended public school, and enjoyed great popularity, since we were 
considered socially on a good level. Most of the school class consisted 
of the children of the field working peasants, and those days when social 
classes were were still being considered, that fact gave us an edge 
over the peasant kids. 

As we were comming closer to finishing elementary school, my parents were 
anxiously looking for a house in the nearest city called MINKACS, since 
there was no Highschool in the village where our farm was located. 

After an extensive search my parents found a house to cover our needs 
and we moved into the city, leaving behind the fresh smell and crispness 
of the country life, the farm, and all other happy memories, including 
our dearly beloved golden retreaver do g BODRY and my private little 
























2 . 


flower garden, which was separated with a miniature fence from the main 

vegetable garden with a lock on it which my father built for me, since 

my most favorite hobby was gardening. For a young child as myself 

this was rather an unusual hobby, because most of the girls my age 

prefered playing with dolls. It is hard to imagine that a young girl 

under ten should have had the abilities to create a beautiful fower 

garden as I did. Everyone came to lok at it and was overwhelmed by the beauty 

of theflowers, and the fact that such a young child could have created 

such a lovely flower garden. Of course I must admit, that my father and 

my mother both helped me as much as they could to make my gardening hobby 

as successful as possible. 

They both were very proud of me as in their eyes I was a bright and 
beautiful little girl growing up rather rapidly. But the garden along 
with everything else that was dear to all of us was left behind, and 
we moved in to the city. 

Moving in to the city meant leaving behind everything tha was dear to 
our hearts. Friends, relatives, the flower garden, the fresh smell of 
the air, etc. etc. But most of all it was heart breaking for us to 
leave our dearly beloved dog BODRY behind. We all loved him so very much, 
but the decision was made to leave him on the farm, at least for the 
time being untill we settle down and get used to city life. 

Getting used to city life took very little. I guess when you are young 
you adjust easier to new environments than when you get older and more 
set in your ways. 

After about two months at our new address which was about six kilometers 
away from the farm we left behind, we have decided, that weare going 
to make a visit back to the farm and bring our so very much missed dog 
along with us. 

One morning before we could make the trip we looked out of thewindow 
and there was our dog waggling his tail in joy waiting to be let in to 
kiss and kiss and lick all of us. This reunion was something so emotional 
that I find it very difficult to describe it in writing. 

In order to get the full impact of this event, you had to be there to 

see it. Only an animal can give you so much love.This dog missed us so very 

much that he searched and searched and only God knows how he found us, as 

he neve: before was at our new address. It has remained a mystery 

to us all how this dog ever found us????? Perhaps his sense of smell 

was of such fantastic magnitude, that he found us just by following his 

instinct. 
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In my new school I was a very good student, and won a scholarship. 

My teachers have asked me to give up my scholarship as a gift to 
a financialy and mentally less privileged child, since my family could 
afford to pay for my studies, so i did, with the consent of my 
dearly beloved parents. 

The classroom of our school consisted of thirty three girls, seven of 
which were Jewish, the rest were Christias. All of us were very good 
friends, totally unaware of Hitlers in the background already budding 
antisematic propaganda starting to take full bloom. 

We new absolutely no difference and no prejudice between Christian 
and Jew, until Hitler’s very severe propaganda to educate the Christians 
on how much a superior race Christianity was but particularly on how 
being german is in comparison to being a jew. It was easy to find 
followers for this very ugly prejudice. The masses amongst whom 
these prejudices were spreding most repidly were of a low mental caliber 
hardly educated or totally uneducated. It was easy to sell the idea 
to these people that they were superior to the jews, since they had very 
little else, but by being able to hate and look down on the jews, they were 
ableeasier to accept their own meager existance and inferiority. 

Hitler had really not much else to give his followers but a feeling 
of being superior. Other than that everybodys assets were dwindling 
Most had megar food supplies, hardly any clothing, and some of the bear 
necessities of a human being were considered luxuries, and were 
impossible to obtain even by the germans. The Jews of course had even less 
than that, and had pretty much only what they could obtain or acquire 
on the black market at exhorbitant prices, that is after all their 
properties were confiscated. If cought, the punishment for such 
activitie was very severe, in most cases death. 

As conditions worsend, we cared less and less about remaning alive, 
since we could see nothin else in our future but misery, degradation, 
hunger, and other similar painful humanly degrading feelings. 

Should we go on living under such circumstancess, or should we just 
finish it all was the question that came up quite frequently. 

It was all to painful to observe and be part of therapid deterioration 
of our human conditions, but I guess the unexplainable, clinging 
to life rather than wanting to die under the worse conditions 
face facts even thoug most hopeless by the minute. 

We could never imagine that conditions could really deteriorate 
to the horrible inhuman level to which they did!!!! 


















I guess the human mind is able to wander or dream in the direction 
of beautiful conditions much more, than in the direction of horror. 

But who could have imagined the degree of horror in advance that 
we became the victims of.????? 

After all we were living in the cultural times and peak of civilization 
of the 20th century.!!!!!!! 

How could a country most civilized of all European countries commit 
such subhuman crimes against fellowhumanbeings? How could it be carried 
out by such aproud of their herritage nation? Well all thee more 
difficult to understand or except. But nevertheless the horrors and 
atrocities all happened, I have witnessed them all, been part of 
them all, and would like to share them with you to the degree that 
that is possible to do. 

The survivors of the HOLOCAUST I believe are the only ones that will 
truly understand and share my outpour of emotions and pain, as all 
others I believe are unable to do so. I feel thogh even the littlebit 
that will touch the rest that were fortunate enough to survive 
this tragedy in History unprecedented event will be of some help to 
better understand and never forget what the free world had allowed 
to take place!!!!!!! BY REMAINING SILENT . 

I feel the free world is more guilty of having allowed AUSCHWITZ 
to rage then Hitler and his followers who were only carrying out the 
the mad ideas they believed in. 

The free World is trying to overcome their guilt by saying that they 
were ignorant of the degree of the horrors and atrocities that were 
taking place. This is hardly factual, since to mention just one 
instance Arthur D. Morse’s book ’’WHILE 6 MILLION DIED” did document 
most of the telegrams and other correspondence with which the 
various Jewish organizations based in Switzerland and individual 
leaders desparate-ly communicated all horrible events that were to take 
place much in advance of their actually taking place. 

Leaving enough time to prevent them from happening, but unfortunately 
most desparate outcries by few for help to save the European Jews 
were left unanswered by the whole world. And so there was nothing 
left for us but look into the face of aeath. 

Indifference remains to date the most harmful element in allowing 
injustices to to take place. 

Having been the wonderful president that Mr. Roosevelt was, it is 
hard to understand and except that he did not try harder 
to negotiate in our behalf??????? I can not help wondering why? 

And so nothing stood in the way for Hitler and his ferroutious aids 
but to go ahead and carry out the final solution of the Jewish 
problem, since no one came to our aid . NO ONE!!!!! 


This fact alone gave Hitler courage to go ahead with his genocidal 
final solution of the Jewish problem. 

















































And so from the happy days of the farm and carefree and beautiful 

young years of elementary school, I entered high school in the 

town of Munkacs where as i was describing above conditions 

became more and more difficult because of the constantly excellerating 

antisemitism. 

As a first move, the Jewish students were sitting separated fro 
the non-jewish students. Next we wer ordered to wear a yellow 
star of David in order to be more conspicuously identifyable 
everywhere. 

As more and more restrictions were being imposed upon us, the 
time was nearin by the minute for our final gathering place as Jews 
in aseperate area of our town called GHETTO. 





First the yellow star of David, than dirty Jew don’t walk on the 
sidewalk, do not enter any store before 10AM do not stay out 
at all before 10AM and and after 7PM. Do not enter any public 
places at any time!!!!! Swasticas, and Jews not allowed signs plastered 
all ove public places etc. etc. 

Our own houses of worship were all destroyed, holy books removed 
from the synagogue and other objects of religious significance 
were burning as a torchlight for weeks without a stop in the 
main square of our town, and the synogouges were being used as 
storage places for all accumulated properties taken away or 
confiscated from the jewish families 

During all this time we were segregated in the GHETTO, surrounded 
by a high barbed wire fence and guarded by SS soldiers. 

Here we were running out of food, and everything else 
for a civilized life, we had no contact of any kind with the 
outside world except for a loaf of bread smuggled in here and 
there at the greatest of risks from both sides. 

Being cought would have meant death. 

After about two months of this inhuman lifestyle in the Ghetto, 
we were given orders to leave everything behind, and line up for a 
few mile wlk to the local brick factory, and so we lost even 
the miserable home we had in the GHETTO where we already lived 
under inhuman conditions as crowded as humanly possible, but we 
were greatful even for this, since the family was stil 
together, and so we started our walk to the local brick factory. 

In the entrance of this brick factory was a huge suitcase open 
on each side of the entrance. We were ordered once again to 
give up any jewelry watches or other valuables we may have 
had left over, since they have already taken all our belongings 
prior to our arrival here. If in fear to hold any left over 
jewelry we gave it up and as ordered trown it in the suitcase 
we were beaten by the SS guards for having jewelry, and if we had 
non to give we were beaten for not having any to give. 

No mater how we tried to please the germans beatings were the 
only rewards we got. 




It was June 1944 and graduation time for School children. It was 
the Year of my graduation from business academy. Graduation is 
a beautiful and memorable event in anybodys life. Mine was filled 
with pain and despair, as it was taking place at the time we were 
already confimed to the tortures and inhumain conditions of the 
Ghetto, and we the Jewish girls of that yers graduating class 
had no hopes to participate in these graduation tests or celebrations. 

We were sad, degraded, a yellow star on our chests with no hope for 
the future. 

The principal of our school was an outstandig Christian human being, 
who took the faith of the Jewish girls with a great deal of pain, and 
since we were already locked up behind barbed wires in the getto later 
found out (those of us that returned home) that he lead a legal battle 
with the local authorities to obtain permission for us (the Jewish girls 
from the ghetto) to be allowed to come to the graduation. 

He has obtained this permission from the local authorities and one 
day soldiers with open beyonettes appeared in the ghetto, called our 
names out, and announced, that we are being taken to our graduation. 

Our parents were worried beyond description whether they will ever 
see us again? but shortly after the graduation ceremonies we were 
returned to our megar homes in the ghetto by the same soldiers who 
served as our guards, as Jews were not allowed to be found anywhere 
out of the territory of the Ghetto without guards. I never knew the 
results of my tests untill one year later, when I had returned home 
from Auschwitz. Days after my graduation we were shipped off in cattle 
cars without any hope ever to return to deathliest of all concentration 
camps in history of mankind: AUSCHWITZ. 


Here we bacame familiar with the by now famous and familiar german 
concentration camp sign (ARBEIT MACHT FREI) "WORK LIBERATES" this 
sign becane a familiar sight, as it was posted in giant letters at the 
entrance of all ather camps to which I was later assigned for 
slavelabor After AUSCHWITZ. 


The reason for our gathering in the brick factory was that the rail road 
tracks cor? ected all the way to the premisses made it easier for the 
S.S. to organize the final famous CATTLE CAR RIDE TO AUSCHWITZ!!!! 









As we were lining up in the back-yard of the house we called home 
in the GHETTO before our march to hte brick factory two very vividly 
painful events took place: 

The house we lived in in the ghetto belonged to my fathers aunt. 

Her husband was a very respected businessman, cultured and very 
educated in the talmud. A religious orthodox Jew. I can see him very 
clearly even now, more than forty years later. He was a stocky, not too 
tall man, with a potbelly. He had a distinguished looking gray beard 
which he considered very necessary to hold on to. It gave him a feeling 
of comfort as a religious Jew. It was his Symbol of being a pius Jew. 

It was much harder to move about as a Jew with a beard than without 
one, as it was an instant identification mark of being jewish. 

Those were the days when only Jews wore beards. 

Most Jews for this reason had shaven their beards of during Hitlers 
times of persecution. But this uncle of my fathers felt that giving up 
his beard simply would be unbearable to him. 

When the German SS came to pick us up for the walk to the brick factory, 
they noticed our uncle with his beard stil unshaven. 

They gave orders to shave off his beard within minutes. His children 
had no choise but follow orders of the SS, and started shaving off 
his beard!!!! 

As his children were holding him while shaving his beard, he was 
screaming as I have never heard anyone screaming before. He simply 
could’nt bare the pain of loosing his beard, which so symbolized his 
Jewishness to him!!! 

It was equally as painfull to watch him as it was to see him 
rage from the pai of feeling the end of a lifestyle which he felt 
was so right. 

The only way they were finally able to shave his beard off, they 
tied his hands to the back. He was crying and crying bitterly 
and loudly enough to tear anybodys heart out!!!!!!! 

TO HIM THIS MEANT THE END . 


He never returned home frr >\ Auschwitz to continue his lifestyle 
which he so strongly believed in. He was burned in the crematoriums 
of Auschwitz with hte rest of the many-many victims of the mad 
destructive rage of theGERMAN REICH. Yes this was the sad story 
of our uncle ARON. 

















The second very paifull event that took place was: 

My only brother was taken to a Hungarian working camp way before 
my mother father and myself were removed from our beautiful newly 
rebuilt and furnished home, to the misery of the ghetto. My mother who 
was a brilliant and beautiful woman, was never the same ever since 
they took her son away, whom she so dearly loved. They took him to a 
working camp and made him work along with the rest of the Jewish 
boys his age on hte most dangerous missions on the front. 

They were working in civillian clothes as it was degrading to 
to put the HUNGARIAN NATIONAL MILITARY UNIFORM on a Jew according to 
the than ruling government. A Jew was not worthy of such an honor. 
Instead they wore tattered and torn civillian clothes with a yellow 
star of David sewn on the chest and sleeve. 

ETefore being taken to the ghetto, while still at home by risking 
our lives to obtain various foods on the black market we were able 
to send my brother even though not very frequently a parcel here 
and there of food and clothing, and a letter from home which was the 
only lift my brother got in his degraded miserable below standard 
circumstances. Though we were still in our own home we were also in 
degraded and dangerous circumstances of still a different kind. 

As I already stated, my mother could not bare the pain of knowing 
the situation her so dearly beloved son was subjected to. 

She became ill soon after my brother was taken in to forced labor 
lost a lot of weight, and never quite regained her health, and 
this in a great measure contributed to the fact that she was sent 
to the gas chambers on the first day of our arrival in Auschwitz. 

Had she not looked as ill and full of pain, she probably would have 
been sent to work along with me, and perhaps would have remained 
alive??? She was only 47 years old when the German SS Mengele 
sentenced her to die in the Auschwitz gas chambers immediately 
upon her arrival in Auschwitz. 











































As they were shearing off the beard of my uncle, my mother discovered 
that she had one more post card left over. She had no other thought 
on her mind but her son. She was looking desparately for a spot wher 
she could write her only leftover card to her son which turned out 
to be the last card she ever wrote to him. 

Since she could find no other way in the crowded backyard lined with 
people waiting for the SS to picked up by, she asked me to bend down 
placed her penny postcard on my back, and wrote this on the card: 

"DEAR SON OLL OF US ARE STILL TOGETHER. 11 It was the last words she 
had said to her son in writing or otherwise. About ten days after 
she has written this card she was exterminated in the Auschwitz 
crematoriums. 

My brother who has survived still has this card, along with every 
other letter he has ever received from his mother. 

These letters were not easy to save, as the SS were against our 
keeping of anything sentimental or dear to us. But my brother 
held on to them along with his TFILEN he has gotten for his BARMITZVA 
and brought them home after having lived through his own hell on 
earth in a different, but of a similare magnitude to mine. 

I honestly don’t know how my brother made it home??? May be clinging 

to those letters and his tfilen gave him the strength, because 

the condition he was in I can not imagine where else he could have 

gotten the strength to get home. He must have weighed no more 

than 50LB’s when he was liberated. I was able to pick him up in my arms 

like an infant and place him in the bathtub bathe him and put him 

to bed. He was unable to move by himself, and iff I had not been 

there to take care of him, he would have most probably not 

survived not survived after he came home. He had lice by the million, 

his skin over his bones was covered with boiles. I say skin 

over his bones because there was certainly not an ounce of meat 

or fat anywhere, just skin and bone.!!!!! in hte trues sence of the 

word. 

After I deliced him, gave him a hot bath, put some ointment all 
over his body, picked him out of the bath tub, put him to bed, he 
fell asleep after only a few seconds and slept without a st*\ for 
six weeks!!!!! 

I was already working, since I was liberated five months earlier, 
and since I was in a menegerial position, I coiuld come home 
twice or sometimes three times a day to feed him. I gave him breakfast 
of course before I went to work. I was feeding him in his sleep 
only liquids, with a tea spoon and he remained to weak to 
even open his eyes. This was going on for six weeks. At this point 
he was getting stronger, untill one day he opened his eyes, as he 
has awakened from a nightmare. I can only compare this with 



















Dorothy’s awakening after her nightmare dream in"THE WISARD OF 0Z M 
but his reality so much more sad, since he unlike Dorothy did not find 
his family to comfort him, I was the only one who had survived in the 
immediate family, and if anything 1 needed comforting myself. 

But there was no one there, all have parished as victims of the 
greatest catastrophe of the 20th century: M THE HOLOCAUST” 

AND THE FREE WORLD REMAINED SILENT! 


My brother started to regain his strength little by little became 
stronger every day, until he was able to function in a normal 
manner once again. 

He had gained enough strength to get out of bed, take short walks 
and little by little take on more and more responsibilities of 
managing his own affairs and start working his way back into the 
stream of life, which had become so empty for us without our 
so dearly beloved parents and all the rest of the family that has 
so cruelly been taken from us and exterminated in the ovens 
of Auschwitz.!!! 












As I just described the two most signifficant incidents that took 
place minutes before we have been picked up by hte SS guards for the 
about two mile walk to the local brick factory which was located in 
the outskirts of our town. We were lined up in rows of five. 

This I guess was the German way, as this procedure of rows of five 
was used in all events such as: marches or counts, which we were 
frequently the subjects of in our horrible faith to follow under 
the hands of the German SS. 

We were ordered to march at a speed which left most of the older 
people exhausted at the earliest stage of the walk. 

Needless to say that these elderly, as well as children became the 
victims of severebeatings which left most of them exhausted, fell 
down and were left behind on the road. And so the road between the 
ghetto and the brick factory was lined with dead and wounded 
elderly and children, who we later found out were the lucky ones, 
as they were spared the agony of the famous trip in the cattle cars 
to Auschwitz, which followed a few days after we had arrived in the 
brick factory. All the elderly and children were killed right after we 
arrived in Auschwitz.!!!! 


The cattle-car ride to AUSCHWITZ was beyond human imagination!!!! 

I will make an attemt to describe it, but I doubt wether this is 
possible???? 

Since my brother was already serving time in a slave labor camp, 
my mother father and myself were the only ones left together of our 
immediate family. 

As the fraight train with about a dozen cattle cars pulled in to 
the brick factory, the German SS guards were lining us up and 
started loading us in to the cars with such methods of brutality, 
beatings, pushings, shuvings etc. that many who survived thus far 
met their deaths in the process of being loaded on to the cattle 
cars, and so once again hundreda and hundreds of dead were 
lying around the train who were already exhausted and to weak to take 
these horrible obuses that took place while being loaded into the freight 
cars. 

Hundreds of us were pushed into each cattle car and there was hardly 
any room for us to stand up straight, so tightly we were squized in, 
that there was no room for even the smallest of an additional 
object. I can not compare our condition with anyone or anything!! 

We were as tightly packed in as a box od sardines. 

Six days and six nights we remained in these cattle cars, locked 
up without food or water ot toilet facilities. 





I can not find words with which to describe these days and nights 
locked up in these cattle cars. 

As I stated before we have left everything behind in our homes 
at the time we were given orders to move in to the GHETTO. 

In the Ghetto we only had a corner that we called our home as I had 
earlier explained. We were running out of food, as we were not 
given any food by the German government, and on our own we had very 
little chance to obtain any. 

I so vividly remember that before our trip all we had left in the 
food department, my mother father and I, was a half of aloaf of bread 
a half a liter bottle of sunflower oil,and about three onions, 
also a bottle of water. We took all this food with us and this was 
all we had to eat for the duration of our horrible trip. 

Even if we had more food we would have been unable to eat, as the 
stench from so many people in such a tight space without bathroom 
facilities, doing all our body functions under ourselfs was 
hardly creating an atmosphere for a desire to eat!!! 

But we must eat to survive, and so we carved out a little spot 
for the three of us: mother father and myself, and I remember 
clearly how we poured some oil into a plate, sliced onions into 
the oil, and dipped pieces of bread into the oil and onion mixture. 
Our tears were dipping into the plate as well, and something 
inside of me was saying that these are the last few meager bites 
we are having together, my mother father and myself!!!! 

I was sitting on my fathers lap, he hugged me tightely, and tried 
to make me stop crying, but I just could not stop, and cried 
and cried all the way. 

Something inside me felt that htese are the last hours I am spending 
with my parents. 

My feelings soon, just within a few hours has proven to be 
fact, for very soon after our meal we were separated forever!!!!! 

It was very painful for someone as young as myself to experiance 
these feelings, as I needed my parents desperately and was 
unable to face life without them. But face life by myself I did, 
and my God, what a life!!!!! 

Who could have imagined that things could have gotten even 
worse than they already were. 

































Mentally, Phisically, emotionally and every other way degraded, 
hardly alive we had finally arrived at our destination. 

We had no idea where we were, or what the next move will be.???? 
as we were not given any information about our ride destination or 
duration of our trip at the time of being loaded on to the 
freght cars. We had no idea where we were being taken.???? but 
soon after our arrival we found out that we had arrived in what 
could easily be calle d HELL ON EARTH: AUSCHWITZ. 

For a while we remained locked up in the freight cars, while 
the train remained still and preparations were being made for 
our unloading. 

We looked through the iron bared peap holes of the freight car and 
saw very undernourished, in vey bad condition males and females 
clad in striped prison outfits with numbers printed on their 
suits on the left side of their chests. 

We had no idea who these people were, and what is about to take 
place???, but we found out all to soon that only after a short 
period we too were participants in their faiths and became 
prisoners just as they were.!!!! 

After a few hours wait in the stench filled cars that we arrived in 
they finally opened the doors of the cattle cars, and the meager 
looking already skin and bone prisoners or inmates getting their 
orders from the SS prison guards entered the freight cars 
which were in condition beyond human description. 

The stench was unbearable from the waste of the human body functions 
that had accumulated from all of us for the duration of the trip. 

The degree of exhaustion of the people was such, that we 
could hardly hardly be called alive!!!! 

Ignoring all circumstances which were present, the young man 
wearing the striped prison inmate uniforms jumped up into the 
freight cars and started pushing us out of the cars. 

Those of us who had the strength left made the jump that was 
necessary to leave the cars in order to reacn the road. 

It was quite a jump that was demended of us, as there was no 
step ladder or steps on the cars, which would have allowed to 
step down in a normal maner. 
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In the greatest of chaos we were being lined up by another bunch of 
inmates in stripped prison garments by sex. Male separate female separate. 
Woman separate men separate.... woman take the children with yoy. 

Women separate, men separate, women take the children with you. 

these were the voices heard spoken ove the loudspeaker. 

The chaos was indescribable!!!! Some of us were still looking for the 
relatives who had no strength left to make the jump from the train 
those were simply pushed out fell like a sack of potatoes, and 
were left there to be later picked up and cremated in the day and 

night in operation crematoriums, that were built only for the purpose 

of destroying of human being s while the free world stood by and did 
nothing to stop any of this!!!! 

Only with severe beatings did we obey the orders, and started separating 

into groups of men and woman. As I said some were not willing 

to leave their dead relatives in front of the unloaded caale-cars, and 
some of us were feverishly saying good by to our fathers 
mothers, husbands, brothers, sisters, whatever the case was. 

Inspite of the fact that the prisoners who were working on separating 
vs were instructed to tell us that later we will all meet again, we 
somehow felt that this was the last time we did see each other, and 
that a reunion would never follow. Our assumtions turned out to be 
right as we never saw each other again!!!!! 

With beatings, shovings and pushings and other types of acts of 
brutality and violence we were now separated into a group of male 
and female, and were ordered to walk straight ahead. 

As we were walking a short distance ahead of us was a sort of a bench 
and a table. All very primitive as I recall. In front of this bench 
leaning one leg on top of it was a very handsom slim blond tall 
SS officer who’s name we later found out w as MENGELE. 

Next to him was a larg German shepard dog, and while whisteling 
beautiful Johan Strauss waltzes, as we were approaching him 
with his right hand pointing finger sent some of us to the right 
and some of us to the left. 











I was holding on to the arm of my mother and took one more look 
back to see if I could see where my father has been taken? 

While I turned around to see where my father was taken,one of the 
inmates at the finger pointing order of DR. MENGELE tore my 
mother out of my arms, pushed her to the right, pushed me to the 
left, and 1 was now separated from my mother and father for ever!!! 

As we were being chased by the gards, my mother and I looked back 
once more after our abrupt separation, and with open arms 
motioned to each other in silent language , WHAT IS THIS????? 

We soon found out, that being sent to the right meanth death or 
gasshowers right after arrival, and being sent to the left meant 
forced or slave labor untill exhaustion, and than the same faith: 
DEATH IN THE GAS CHAMBERS . 

While the separations of mothers with children, sick, or older 
looking than fit for work were being separated into one group 
and those of us young and healthy looking fit for forced salve 
labor were being separated in another group, our bitter cries and 
screames of the pain of separation was being treated partially with 
violent beatings with sticks, and partially by being told that by 
tomorrow we;l all meet our relatives again, and from then on 
there will be regular meetings between us. 

We found out all to soon that these promises were all fabricated 
lies to make the separation proceedings as orderly and quite as 
possible. The Germans had everything planed in advance with the 
highest level of efficiency for which they are so famous. 

But their maximum efficiency was geared to excellerate rather than 
minimize the pain of which we became victims under their 
rulership or reign. 







Separated from everyone and everything that ever was of any meaning 
in my life, shaken to a level beyond any description from all the inhuman 
events that have taken place to date, we were now being lined up once 
again for the shower room, where after the shower, we would really be 
ready for our new lifestyle as an inmate of th e AUSCHWITZ CONCENTRATION 
CAMP . 

All this , and still in my teen years!!!! 

Is this possible to endure and go on living? Yes it is possible, much more 
of the same, and much more worse followed, consciously or unconsciously 
I was part of it all, lived through it all, and had a chance to be 
part of human degradations that were unprecedented in modern or any 
other history of menkind!!! AND ONCE AGAIN THE FREE WORLD REMAINED SILENT. 

The more the free world remained silent, and idifferent towards 
these autrocities, the more feroucious became the speed with 
which the Germans were trying to carry out their final solution of 
the jewish question. 

And so th e CREMATORIUMS OF AUSCHWITZ were working around the clock, 
day and night. 

The train loads that wer arriving daily, always provided enough new 
victims, to satisfy the needs of the arround the clock burning 
ovens. If by chance there were no new arrivals, here and there this did 
happen. The SS guards provided burning material from those of us 
that were already picked for work. So even those of us that were 
picked for work and survived the firdt selections, were never 
quite sure which moment we would be the ones picked for the 
crematorium, in case new train loads did not arrive. 

Lined up, waiting for our next to get in to the enormous size 
shower room, the doors finally opened, and we were pushed iside 
till this enormous room was filled to capacity. 

As we were looking around to see where we were, we saw hundreds of 
showers pointing at us from the ceiling. So far no water was 
coming out of them. SS guards with their dogs all around us!!! 

All of a sudden we were silenced, and given strict orders to get 
undressed in that by now familiar tone of rough voice. 

The orders were: "Get undressed naked and leave all your clothes in 
a pile in fron of you on the floor". We all obeyed in silence, 
and did what we were ordered to do. 
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One icident that occured at this time that I shall never forget 
standing naked next to my pile of clothes that I just took off,I 
held my tooth brush, tooth paste, and my family and graduation 
pictures in my hands which I had taken with me. 

I somehow felt that these objects I should be able to save, or hold 
on to and take with me where ever we will be taken after our showers. 
But it soon was proven that I was wrong about my assumption, and just 
moments later one of the guards came over, and in German screamed at 
me in a very loud voice " schmise das veck " (htrow it away). 

Scared beyond description, with my heart beating loud enough to 
hear it by passers by, I threw these objects on top of the pile 
of clothes I just took off, and I so clearly remember the feeling 
I had. I felt after this, that my whole World had crumbled, 
fallen apart beyond any meaning or repair, as after this I had 
nothing left that 1 once called my own. 

There I stood stripped of everything and everyone I loved, and 
meant so much to me!!! There I was standing naked as ordered by the 
German SS guards. 

Now we wlked closer to the area where the showers were, and while 
waiting for the showers to start sprincling water a comando (group) 
of prisoners arrived, and with lightening speed started shaving 
our hair wherever we had hair growing. First our heads, then 
underarms, and on our lower part of the body on the most private 
spot, (between the legs) This shaving process was as quick as 
lightening, as all it took but minutes, and now we were ready for 
the showers. Out came the water pouring, and after just minutes we 
were considered clean enough and ready for our new outfits. 

After a few minutes, the showers were stopped and we were ordered 
to enter an other large room. Here we were given orders to keep 
moving, and as we were moving, we were handed a dress for 
temporary wear untill they would be able to supply our permanent 
inmate or prisoner uniform. 

I shall never forget the pink cotton dress they handed me!!!! 

It was at least three or four sizes to small on me. It came up to 
only way above my knees, but we were anxious to cover our nude 
bodies and quickly dressed in whatever they stusk in our hands. 

We certainly had no choice in the mater. Some of us got smaller size 
dresses and some of us got larger size dresses and so our appearance 
was as pitteeful as can be immagined. 

Now we entered still another room, where they painted a red cross 
on the backs of our dresses and once again we were being lined 
up outside in rows of five for a count, and then in as smaller 
group taken to our new home to be: BLOCK # 12 OR BARRACK # 12 
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Only a few days later after questioning everybody around that we 
felt could give us information about the whereabouts of our loved 
ones that were separated from us at the time of our arrival when the 
promissed meetings with them would take place did we find out the sad 
news. At the same time we were taking our showers, they were also 
taking showers of a different kind. Showers that were unprecedented 
in human history: "GAS SHOWERS" that were especially designed to 
kill innocent people by the millions, within minutes.!!! 

It is in these gas showers that my beautyful and young mother all of 
47 years old also died just a short few hours after our arrival 
at Ouschwitz. And the free world was doing nothing to stop all of this!!! 

Even our own MAJOR JEWISH ORGANIZATIONS IN AMERICA remained 
inactive and indifferent in our behalf, and there was nothing else 
left for us but look in to the face of death every moment that we 
spent under the supervission of the German SS. 
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How can I describe Block # 12 (my new home) ??? especially to those 
who were not participants in hte HOLOCAUST? It was a long-long 
wooden barack. Above the entrance there was a sign which read :BLOCK # 12 
As we entered on both sides from the very front to the extreme back wer 
three tiered BUNK BEDS at least 20 of us were assigned to each tier 
of each bed. Once again tightly packed in, as sardines.Scared 
exhausted, mentally, morally destroyed we were given orders to 
get on to our assigned bare boards called our beds and remain silent, 
and wait for further instructions. 

A supervisor was assigned to the block, her official title in German 
was: "BLOCK ELTESTE" ( the head of block #12) This supervisor in 
every case was a fellow inmate, but one who had seniority because 
she had already served time in in AUSCHWITZ in most cases several years. 
These block eltestes were in most cases wild, mean,and treated us 
usually with a grat deal of violence. Beatings brutal language and other 
means of unkindness despite the fact that they were also fellow inmates. 
They could hold un only to their positions if they demonstrated 
brutality agains us. Those were the instructions they received from 
the SS superiors. The more brutality they could demonstrate against 
us, the better ratings they received from the German SS and after 
all, they could not be blamed for trying to hold on to their 
positions, all they did was try to survive their horrible fate under 
slightly better conditions than most of us that were under their 
supervision. 

They received a slightly larger portion of bread or soup than we did, 
etc. and to receive an additional slice of bread most of us would 
have been ready almost anything at all, even below human standards!!! 

Scared, horrified, destroyed we tightly fit ourselves in to our 
designated spaces, lied down on each respective portion of the bed 
which incidentally was a bare flat board as I have stated before. 

No pillow or cover or sheet, not even of the most primitive 
quality. A plain board that is all, and not even enough space on 
this board. We remained tightly lying next to each other untill 
the following morning. 

Very early in the morning there was the blow of the whistle to 
wake us up. It was hardly necessary, as most of us never fell 
asleep anyway. But this was the German way! Blow the whistle, get 
up, be ready in minutes and line up in front of the barrack for 
the famous counta or roll-calls, which became such a frequent 
daily activity during our stay in Auschwitz! (at least twice a day 
and many times five or six times a day) 






The same thing was happening in every barrack at the same time. 

Each BLOCK ELTESTE (block head) was responsible for lining up her 
group in rows of five in front of her block. Each BLOCK ELTESTE was 
competing with the other as to who is going to be firstready for 
the count with her group, and this race usually resulted in our 
severe and brutal treatment in order to achieve this. 

When the signals were given that the inmates are all lined up, the 
German SS guards started their counts. 

Since there were hundreds or hundreds of thousends of inmates to 
include in the count these counts sometimes would take long hours 
during which time we had to remain at attention all the time, and 
only they have called each count in to general headquarters and 
it matched the numbers they had listed would we hear the sound of 
the whistle of release or at ease. This count was called in German 
n CELAPPEL n There were often times when we had to stand for counts 
and recounts at one clip for four to six hours, untill they 
put the count pezzle together. 

Many times instead of standing at attention, they made us stand on 
our knees for long hours, untill the count were perfect. 

There was one incident when we knelt from late afternoon, untill 
the following morning on stony sandy surface, this is the way they 
tried to punish us, if their count did not match their figures, they 
took it for granted, that the missing hah escapped. But in most 
cases this was not true, as ascape was really not on anybodys mind, 
since the electrically charged wires with which we were surrounded 
made this absolutly impossible, and wheis would we have gone even 
if by mirracle we would have escapped???? 

There was no place for a JEW enywhere in the European Free World. 
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in most cases the counts were only complete after they checked 
around the barbed wires which surrounded the camp, where they found 
the missing people dead sometimes by the hundreds. By touching 
the barbed electrified wire they had finished it all, because they 
simply couldn’t endure the pain and degredation which we became 
a part of. 

Shall I say that only the very strong ones had been able to withstand 
all of these inhuman conditions?, I am not sure at all that it was 
strength. It must have been much more than that. It was the will 
to live even under these much subhuman conditions, the lust for life 
or wanting to live under any circumstances is very difficult or 
totally impossible to comprehend. It remains an unexplainable 
phenominan to date????!!!! 

Why do we want to live inspite of such very subhuman conditions? 

It is because we are able to hope. Our Jewish heritage is very 

strongly and deeply seeded in our systems, and our whole survival as Jews 

would have not been possible if not for our deep belief and hope 

that justice will once reign and all the horrors will become 

but a faded memory in the kingdom of justice which will follow, 

and we each and every one of the survivors will be the crowned KINGS 

of this newly bor n JUST WORLD !!!! 

But that world never came, high level social and other injustices 
are still part of everyday life, and the JUST WORLD w e dreamed of 
after liberation never came. Much-much more suffering became an 
everyday part of our so very damaged lives as we started to 
rebuild what was left of it. 

I do not want to elaborate about our sufferings, as we were settling 
down to the existance in the camp to our everydaymiseries, simply 
because so many books were written on the subject, and non could come 
anywhere close to rally describing just what really took place 
behind the barbed wire fence??? surrounded hell called: 

CONCENTRATION CAMP!!! 


I as a survivor feel qualified to make this statement, as no 
literature I have read on the subject including the recent movie 
called HOLOCAUST never as much as came close to describing the 
real trauma emotional and physical that really took place within 
each and every one of us. I know that every survivor will back me 
up on this staement. THIS IS SIMPLY IMPOSSIBLE TO DESCRIBE!!!! 
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How can I describe what you feel when you know that you mother, 
father, or your own child or any close relative or all at the same 
time are just being cremated in the oven after having gone through 
th e GAS SHOWERS??? and you see the smoke in the air that once was your 
most cherished, and precious part of your life? and you stayed 
watching, unable to do anything about it. How can you describe that 
at the same time you are hungry enough to look through the garbage 
trying to find something to eat and if seen by an SS guard beaten 
most of the time to death for it. How can you describe that at the 
same time you are so cold that you can no longer feel even your 
hunger pain which incidentally is enough to make you want to kill 
for food as the animals do in the wild forests of the jungle. 

How can you describe how you feel when there in five or ten inches 
of snow on the ground and you get up at 3:0 AM in the morning 
to walk ten or fifteen miles to work in the bitter cold outdoors, 
cutting out live trees in the forest, digging ditches, or building 
railroad tracks when you are merely a young teenager??? 

With all horror described above, and all you have on to protect 
yourself from the bitter cold is a thin striped prison uniform 
dress with a number on it which now has replaced you name. 39829! 

No underwear, no shoes, barefoot in the snow and ice, from 3:0 AM 
in the morning, after the morning count took place till sometimes 
10:0 PM at night, till the count before bedtime. 

Hungry-hungry-hungry, exhausted we are now ready to enter our barracks 
where it is cold, not even equipped with heating of the most 
primitive kind, no stove at all!!! 

Yes, cold and hunger are impossible to describe, but being infested 
by lice in addition is beyond human immagination Hell must be more 
desirable than this. So how can you describe any of this??? and muc- 
much more!!!??? And further more how can you describe the feeling inside 
of you that inspite all this, the FREE WORLD does not care to 
do anything to help!!!!!!????? 

People often ask where was God to ignore such happenings!!! 

AND I ASK WHERE WAS FELLOW MAN??? Wher was fellow man? 

Where was the free world to allow all this? 

Is this and much-much more possible? Yes it is, it happened and 

I took part in it all, but how it effected me is impossible to describe 

and I often feel unjustifyingly hurt when I happen to have 

a conversation on the subject with some of my friends who were 

not part of this Hell and find no undestanding for my pai even 45 years later 
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This alone proves the fact that this is impossible to describe, 
comprehend or bring across at all, or people who did not participate 
in this Hell could not demonstrate as much indifference towards 
our indescribable pain, and would show more kindness or sympathy 
in order to ease our wounds, which we need so desparately even 
after 45 years. 

The indifference on the part of all, including our relatives found 
in the USA who did not go through this Hell is the greatest pain 
which we have to indure. It is this constant nagging pain inside of 
me which everyone is indifferent to, that is trying to get out from 
within, is motivating me to write my story. I hope I will achieve 
my goal diminishing my life long pain, which remained with me 
through all my activities in life. 

My spirits however never gave in to the nagging pain in the background, 
and did not diminish my desire to succeed. And I did succeed 
somewhat above average for a child left in the cold World as a 
young teenager all by herself. 

The aim in my next pages is to prove or share with you, that if you 
try hard enough, you can succeed inspite of all the damages, social 
injustices that have been imposed upon you, providing that yo do not 
waste time with hate, and desire for revange, or on the psychiaters couch. 
I closed my account with the NAZIS with a trrible ballance of loss, 
and started my fight to rebuild what was left of my so very 
shattered life at such a young age. 
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Exhausted and drained of all strenght and reduced to a subhuman 
level by the horrors i just tried to describe, skin and bone 
hungry, there was not much hope left, just wondering about what 
the next days could bring. 

During all these hopeless miserable Hell days the only way I could find 
some relief or a trace of hope, was in literature. Inside of me, mostly 
silent. I kept reciting all beautiful poems filled with hope for a 
better tomorrow. When possible I recited poetry which I have remembered 

by heart to my fellow inmates, and became to be known as the poet of 

the camp. 

Poetry and music stil remain Number -1 on my list of prioroties when I 
feel low. Of course I do believe the most important healer of all is 
love. By no means is it material objects, but where do you find 
love, when all members of your family were just brutally murdered in 

cold blood (in a tragic event) and you are only a teenager? 

Where is this very precious thing called love going to come from 
when the world out there is such a cruel cold plsce? It will come 
from some place, when after liberation, the just world will reign!!!??? 

As one of the Hungarian poets said, (which I so frequently have 
recited) n how could it be that reason, strength and such holy and 
strong desire to survive this Hell should be stifeled by the heavy 
curse of such unfairness? There will surely come, because come it 
must a better time, when prayers of joy will sound on the lips of 
millions, and thanks for having survived will be screamed loud enough 
for the whole world to hear!!! 

Or another poem I have recited so frequently "Play your violin old 
gypsy, play it loud and clear. Let us drown our deep sorrow 
in the beauty of your melody.... But no!!! Please stop the playing 
of your violin now, let your fiddle strings rest, because time 
is not to far away when there will be a Holiday celebration through 
the whole World, when bells that brought the news of disaster 
will tire of their owful mission, and all ugliness will diminish 
and and finally bleed to death in all the fights on the eval 
front. Save your fiddle strings for this occasion, when you’ll 
need all your strength and the strength of the fiddle to, to 
celebrate this Holiday of justice which will reign in the whole 
WORLD for ever after.... 

Play gypsy with all your might now, and let GOD IN HEAVEN look 
down on this celebration with a smile. Let your bitter facial 
expression turn into a joyous smile, fill your glass with the 
wine of happiness and joy. Play your fiddle gypsy, and under the 
magic of your beautiful music, let us all forget all that was cruel!!! 
and miserable!!! But reality was to cruel around me to dream 
for longer than a few minutes at the time!!!! 









One morning as we were lining up for the counts or CELAPPEL I 

recal I was inflicted with a raging diahreah which was so severe 

that I could do nothing to control it. As we were already 

lined up and standing at attention in rows of five, my diahreah could 

not be controled by my by now so very weakened system, and as I 

was standing waiting to be counted, pouring down my leggs was 

the body waste which could wait no longer. It is only because the 

row of fellow inmates in back of me moved closer to help hide 

my problem from the counting SS guard that I was able to escape 

being taken to the crematorium. 

Had the SS guard noticed my problem, I would have been immediately 
removed and ordered to the crematorium, since only while you were 
in perfect health, did they allow you to live. 

The line ups for the counts were always a rise, and we were 
never sure whether after the counts are over, would we return to 
the baracks since we were not sure whether we had satisfied the 
mood of the counting SS guard. If he did not like the way you 
looked, he simply called you out of the line, and within minutes 
you were taken to the extermination area, where only hours 
later you were gassed and throwen in the oven. 

Each time the count was over, we knew we had an other day to 
live, and so time went on in Auschwitz and we existed from one day 
to the other. 
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One morning after the counts, one thousand women were chosen from 
the various rows. I was one of those onethousand. 

We were taken away from the area of our block # 12, and every one 
of us, the remaining as well as those of us that were selected 
were absolutely sure that this selection meant the end, that 
we were on our way to the crematorium. 

The hours of uncertainty are again an impossible feeling to 
describe.??!! Is this the end? Do we have but a few hours 
to live? Who cares? But no, we do care. We want to live, we want 
to live because we want to see the day when we will be 
liberated, and justice will reign forver and ever, and society 
will make up to us for all the injustices that they had 
allowed to happen to us!!!!! 

And our parents and families are not dead. How could they be? 

They were such good people! They will all be there at the 
gate to meet us when liberation comes. This is all but a bad 
dream!!! 

How could all this be true??? and how could you remain alive 
inspite of all this??? This is but a bad dream, this is but a 
bad dream. 

As nightfall came, we were still waiting for the next move. 

It is vivid in my memory how they took all onethousand of us 
and jammed us into a barack the size of about 15" x 25 n feet. 

We were tightly packed in this barrack like sardines. 

There was no room to sit , we simply had to remain standing 
flat against each other with not an inch of space left between 
us, not even for a pin. And so we spent standing up as tight 
as herrings in a barrel the whole night, and still wondering 
what comes next??? I am leaving it to your immagination how this 
night was spent, as describing it would again be an impossibility!!! 

As dawn was breaking, we heard the noise of a train, and all of 
us thought there comes a train full of new victims, but instead 
the SS guard opened the doors of the barack where we spent the 
night, and like cattle loaded us on to the fraight cars once 
again. 








Though it was clear at this point that we had survived extermination 
at this time, we still had no idea where we were being taken, and 
for what reason? 

Unlike the freight cars that took us to Auschwitz completely 
enclosed with just a peep hole on each vagon, these were completely 
open ones, the kind you would transport industrial wood or other 
industrial cargo on. 

This ride lasted a few days, and wearing but a striped prison 
uniform with short sleeves, I remember how the strong autumn wind 
blew through my chest as the train was speeding in the very 
frigid autumn air. The wind was coming through and trough me. 

It was just another bitter experience. We have now arrived in an oter 
camp called STUTHOFF. 

We were unloaded here but stayed only a few weeks until they could 
obtain another set of freight cars to take us to our originally 
intended destination; the working camp called BROMBERG (Bidgost) 
somewhere in Poland. They interrupted our ride evidently because 
they needed the first set of fraight cars for something more 
urgent. 

We had no idea where we were or what our mission was to be, 
but we soon found out that this was a working camp, and soon we 
will be assigned to working areas as requisitions for workers 
came in from various defence or other companies. 

No sooner than we could adjust to our new environment, a requisition 
for fifty womwn came in from a company called SPALTANLAGE I fell in 
to this group, and so started my slave labor days. 

Bromberg was a relatively small working camp, at least compared 
to the giant destruction camp called Auschwitz. This was cassified 
as a working camp rather than a destruction camp. The baracks or 
living quarters were built in the same style as in Auschwitz.I guess 
all the camps were built more ar less in the same substandard way, 
which the NAZIS felt even these were to good for the Jews, and so 
they added their various tortures and punishments to our everyday 
existence. 

Here to the first activity of the day which started at 3:00 AM in 
the morning was the count or CELAPPEL. After the wake up whistle, 
in absolute minutes we dressed, ( which really was esy, since we 
had but the striped prison uniform to put on) and lined up in 
rows of five for CELAPPEL. 





























































'This was also an opportunity for the head of the camp (the SS LAGER 
FUHRER) to look us over, and see if anyone of us has deterriorated 
(in any way) to a level which would not meet with his approval. 

Than he would pick out those he did not like and send them to 
the nearest destruction camp to be gassed and burned or cremated. 

So here too we never knew after which count we would live another day. 
Those of us who survived the count were now called out by the name 
of the company we worked for: COMANDO SPALTANLAGE. 

All fifty of us quickly lined up. At the head of the comando 
was the SS quard and we were on our way for the approximately 
ten mile wlk to reach our working destination. 

In the middle of all this caos, pain and tragedy, there was a very 
unusual event taking place. A secret platonic and silent love 
or romance between one of the inmates, and an SS guard of the camp 
This was truly top secret, because if this would have come to 
the attention of the commander of the camp it would have been 
considered a major offense against the German Reich on the 
part of the SS Guard. As a result he could be instantly demoted 
or worse.... The fellow inmate named Klara was a tall and 
beautifull young lady. She would have received definite punishment 
by death. 

Clara was in our commando, the fifty women group called SPALTANLAGE. 
Everyday we marched to work at dawn together, and since we were 
all aware of this unspoken romance, we all looked at the window as 
we passed the camp where the SS Guard watched Clara pass from 
behind the curtain of his bedroom window. They both exchanged 
smiles of love, which only lovers understand. 

This was repeated daily at the time of departure in the earliest 
hours of the morning and at our returne from work in the evening 
hours. Would we have been liberated on the premises of the camp 
I am sure these lovers would have been united in some way, 
since they obviously had tremendous feelings for each other. 

But it will become clear in the following pages the way in 
which liberation came, and how it made this union Impossible. 




While this romance lasted, it was in silence, and it was like 
a single little flower that somehow managed to bloom in a vast 
desert of dry sand without any water at all. 

Winter was at its coldest by now! The snow was several inches high 
and it was bitterly cold. We walked in marching tempo lined up in 
rows of five every morning to work. This was the German way. 

We were holding on to each others arms to ease the pain of the 
cruel cold on our bere arms, since the striped prison uniform 
had only short sleeves. 

We worked out a rule amongs each other that every day we alternate 
who will be at the end of the row, since that person had only 
one of her arms warmed by the warmth of anothers arm. 

We were ordered to sing marching songs as we progressed on our 
way to work. 

The SS guards were however not satisfied with the Hungarian march 
sungs, which were the only ones we new how to sing, and so they had 
thought us various German marching songs. 

Nothing could have been further from our desire than singing!!!! 

We sang their marching songs in our misery of cold and hunger, 
but orders were orders, and they had to be followed, 
as soon as we arrived at our place of work, we were assigned to 
in speed tempo that would satisfy the SS guard. Otherwise he 
would point at his belt and say "If you do not speed up your tempo, 
I will take my belt off and give you a beating with it." 







As I described before, our work was diversified. Sometimes we 
worked in the forest cutting out live trees in snow up to our knees 
with no shoes or warm clothes on, only the short sleeved prison 
uniform, which was very light weight and short sleeved. 

Sometimes we built railroad tracks. I can remember so clearly 

how six of us had to pick up a strech of about 10 or 12 feet of 

the tracks that were overwhelmingly heavy. I felt like my 

whole insides were stretched all the way up to my throat, and the 

strain of cracking under the waight was un avoidable. But we carried 

on day by day with more and more harrasement, beating and hunger etc 

etc. 

Sometimes we were taken to defens plants where we worked with 
dangerous and poisonous gasses without any gas masks. All of us 
that participated in this comando, (our bodies) turned blue from 
the poisonous gsses, and most of us could not make it home to 
our camp barracks, since the fumes that got into our systems 
made us vomit, and in most cases we lost our consciousness, and 
had to be revived. 

But as nad as this experience was, we did not mind going there, 
since this was an indoor assignment, as compared to all other 
work, which meant being otdoors all day. This included the 
long walk to work and from work, also the counts before leaving 
and after returning from work. All this amounted to about 
12 to 16 hours daily in the brutal winter months and being hungry 
on top of that,was about as bad as things can get for you. 

But as I so many times tried to say, it is impossible to describe 
all these horrible events and their effects especially to 
those who did not live through them. So I will keep my 
promise and not elaborate on this subject any further. 

It is so hard to comprehend why we wanted to go on living 
inspite of all these subhuman conditions!!!! 


Days, Weeks, and months passed in the same horrible way!!!. 

Getting up early, way before the break of dawn, counts several 
times every day, marching to work miles and miles, freezing 
hungry, beatings, any time the SS guards or the head of the camp 
felt like it. Building mountains out of sand to sheald 
various areas from bombs, building ralroad tracks, working 
in the poisonous filled defense or bomb producing factories, 
cutting trees out in the forest, digging ditches on the front, 
and I could go on and on. 

The march back from work to the camp, the additional counts 

just before bedtime, the miserable plate of soup they called 

food, the extra lineups on top of the hill which was located on 

the premises of the camp in the wintery ice, snow and in the 

most frigid temperatures,, they made us stand sometimes for hours as 

an extra punishment sometimes until 10;00 or 10:30 PM. 

When and how will all this end???? Dear God please look down upon us 
and help us out of our misery, this was most often our cry!!! 

Dear God please don’t let this go on much longer. 

And as if God really said enough is enough, we were awakened 
during the night, ordered to get dressed and line up in the 
famous rows of five on the premises of the camp grounds all one 
thousand of us, and were ordered to march out of the camp we 
called home for the last ten months or so. 


Where or in which direction were we being taken? We had no idea 
again. But orders were orders, and we did just that once again, 
followed orders. 

About 7 to 10 inches of snow on hte ground, the temperature was 
zero degrees or below, frozen, hungry, exhausted, weak, worn 
out beyond any description, we started our evacuation march on foot, 
which we later found out was our march to FREEDOM!!!!!!!! 
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One thousand worn out skin and bone women dressed in striped prison 
uniforms with their identification numbers on the left side of their 
chests which had replaced their names, lined up in rows of five, and 
ordered to march out of the camp in the direction of Berlin. We were 
all surrounded by the SS Guards, (front side and in back of us) who 
were in charge of the camp. 

The camp had received orders from headquarters to evacuate since the 
Russian front was coming closer and closer. Of course we had no idea 
of this at the time it was happening, but later found out, that this 
was the case. 

With the Nazi commanders around us, with the greatest chaos surrounding 
the roads, we walked on, evacuating citizens, soldiers, loaded trucks 
with vital documents which were being saved from the front chaos was all 
around us we marched without a stop for three days and three nights . 

At the end of this march many - many of us were simply left behind or 
those that were t_o weak to last to the end of this march were shot by 
the Nazis. 

If this march would have continued just a little bit longer, and if the 
Nazis had the time, they would have killed us all, but the Russian front 
was approaching with such rapidness, that all of a sudden we looked around, 
and there were no Nazis or chaotic trucks filled with evacuating Germans 
and official documents around us. We were left in the middle of nowhere 
on no-mans land not knowing what would come next. The Nazi guards were 
gone, and the Russians or Americans were not yet here, No one to guide us, 
no one to tell us where we were or what was to come next. But who cares 
anyway???? 

As long as the Nazi SS were gone. As soon as we were left alone, we were 
starting to march in the opposite direction. (The one we were being taken 
to by the Nazis.) We felt if we walked in this direction, it would enable 
us to meet with the liberation army sooner. 
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Those of us that were left alive, (out of the one thousand women that started 
out,) formed small groups of three or four and wandered on our own desparately 
looking for a place or any kind of shelter alon the road, where we could finally 
sit down after our ordeal of this indescribable march of evacuation which lasted 
three days and three nights without food shelter or rest. 

I know everyone of you (except the survivors) think this is not possible, and 
it is exaggerated that one can walk three days and three nights without food 
or any kind of rest, but it is possible. We all lived through it. My father s 
cousin, somewhat older than myself, another lady quite older than I, formed a 
trio which lasted through the most trying times. From the moment we were left 
in the middle of Poland, somewhere on any open road by SS guard, all the time 
until we finally reached the town where we were born and once called home: MUNKACS. 

I will make an attempt to describe these days and weeks that followed after the 
SS left us. 
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Not too long after the SS guards vanished into the crowds of the evacuators 
as I described before, we turned (the three of us) in the opposite direction 
desparately trying to find a spot where we could sit the night after the 
ordeal of the three days and three nights of the tortorous walk. But all 
the broken down shacks which lined the roads were quickly filling up with 
our equally worn out fellow marchers. Those who had more energy left, made 
it to the nearest abandoned farmhouses. But the three of us, after a long 
stretch of additional walking, found a stable where we sat through the rest 
of the day, and then at night on the straw that was left behind on the floor 
of the stable. It was the first heavenly feeling we had experienced in our 
semi-freedom. This was a more luxurious way to spend the night at that time 
then it would be today in any of the most luxurious hotels. 

As we awakened from our heavenly sleep we were trying to see what had taken 
place while we were sleeping???? 

There was no more sign of the SS, but there was no sign of the liberation 
armed forces either! What should we do now? We would have loved to stay 
where we were, such a luxurious place was a pity to give up. To be in a 
enclosed stable covered with straw was truly a luxury, but hunger did not 
allow us to remain. As the hungry animal in the jungle must leave his cave 
and go hunting for food, we too had to leave and continue our fight for 
survival and look for food somewhere. 

We walked and walked along the road with no success of finding anything. 

All the places we passed on the road which incidentally were not too many, 
were already filled with some of our women. The tension was very high because 
of the fact that we were in the no-mans zone. 

Here and there alon the raod, we saw what we thouth to be Russian partizans. 
They were apparantly searching the territory for the liberation army which 
was very nearby, but these were merely assumptions on our part as no one 
spoke to the other. 

Exhausted again from walking without any result, we met a little 



36 . 


man on the road. He looked harmless, and unarmed, and I took the chance 
to approach him. He spoke Polish and German, both of which languages I 
could carry on a conversation. He said he lived in the nearby village. 

The Germans were gone, and the Russians would be here any day now, and 
the battle front was very near. 

Dear God! Could this be true???? Maybe miracles happen and it is true!!! 

I had one more question for him of a more immediate urgency. Where can 
we get something to eat, and at the same time where can we spend the night 
as well??? He pointed with his hand and sid go down this road about two 
miles, then turn right and walk another 1 and 1 (2 to 2 miles and you will 
see a palace with many rooms which belongs to a very important and rich 
German family, hut they have fled and left the whole staff of servants to 
take care of the house. The house is most likely loaded with all kinds of 
delicious food. Try to get in there and you will be well taken care of 
I am sure. 

We did thank the man for the information and followed his instructions 
exactly. I guess once again we were lucky, since we were the first ones 
to arrive in this, house. Everything the man said about the house was true. 

This house was off the main road and that is why no one had invaded it. 

The mansion truly must have belonged to a very rich family. The house was 
loaded with everything that denoted affluence. Many many servants, too many 
to count. Somewhat like we saw on the television series ’’UPSTAIRS DOWNSTAIRS”. 
Outdoor servants, indoor servants, first cooks, s.econd cooks, etc. 

These servants were Polish who decided to stay rather than evacuate and wait 
for the liberating armed forces. As we walked into the house, they were very 
surprised to see us, and we had to explain where we came from, and what we 
wanted. Food and shelter is what we wanted desparately, and the cooks went 
to woek on our request. 
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To prevent us from getting sick from eating regular food after being hungry 
a whole year, the cooks felt farina with milk would be considered the right 
first meal for run down skeleton systems as ours. 

We were appreciative of the concern of the the cooks for our welfare. All 
we wanted was food, and we didn’t care what the food would be. And so we 
ate once again after four days and four nights and considered ourselves in 
heaven once again. 

We were really lucky to have fallen into the right place for the moment at 
least. 

Still in no-mans land, the Germans were gone and the liberation army was 
no-where in sight!!!??? 

The staff was sympathetic and responsive to our needs. They hoped once the 
liberation army would arrive here so that we coult put in a good word in their 
behalf. The fear of the return of the SS remained with us at all times. But 
how could we be sure or secure?? We had no idea what was happening out there, 
and so the staff decided that it would be better for us in one of the servants 
bungalows next to the stables. In case the Germans would return, instead of the 
Russian army, they should not see us for our lives would have surely come to 
an end. And so we went into hiding once again. 

This hiding was a luxury which we could have never hoped for in our wildest 
dreams only a few days age. Luxurious, heavenly clean fresh straw on the 
floor, slightly heated. Our was food delivered by the staff of the house 
prepared with the strictest of dietary care not to upset our systems which 
the hunger and general inhuman conditions of the past year had damaged to a 
level beyond description. 

We had no idea where the rest of the women that started the evacuation march 
with us were, but here were only the three of us: my cousin, myself, and 
another woman from or home town. We stayed in our hiding place for about 
four days, had our continuously planned and prepared meals everyday, and 
thought that heaven could surely not be better than this place!!!!!!! 
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One day as we had finished our breakfast meal talking about 
hour when the liberation army would finally get here, instead 
we looked out through the small peephole type window, and there we 
saw an SS officer on a horse in the backyard of the castel. 

The blood froze in our veins and we said: well this is the end!!! 
the NAZIS have returned, and the liberation army has been defeated 
by the Germans. It was only a matter of minutes, and we would be 
killed!!!???. Silence had raigned, we shivered and said: 

After all the suffering we did not make it after all! 

But it turned out that we were wrong. The SS officer was running 
away from the rapidly approaching front of the liberation army. 

I supose in some way he had gotten detached from his regiment. 

He stopped in to the castle for some food, and in about one 
hours time he was on his way. His mission here was still unknown 
to us, but immediately after his departure imagining how we 
must have felt, the maids from the castle rushed down to 
assure us that there was no danger. 

Has the SS officer not been in a hurry to try to save his own 
life and discovered our presence there, he surely would have 
used his last bullets to kill three more Jewish women. 

It was too late now to kill Jews. All the time the Nazis had left, 
they tried to use to save their own lives. 

They were all evacuating in the direction of Berlin, away from 
the rapidly approaching Russian or American army or front. 

We had felt a relief beyond description when we were informed 
that the Nazi officer had departed. 

But where o where are the so anxiously awaited Russian or 
American liberation forces??????? Another night and another 
day in anticipation of finally being free????? But nothing 
is happening, only the sound of heavy artilery broke the 
silence around us. And though the sound could have meant danger, 
we were trying to be full of optimism, we were sure that 
eventually, this noise of the varied veapons would bring us 
soon to our so very anxiously awaited freedom!!!!!!! 
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One day I can not recall exactly the number of days we have spent in 
our stable hide-out we heard some unusual voices and noises in the 
main building. The maids ran down to tell us that there are some 
Russian speaking civilians who walked into the palace, and are breaking 
up the furniture and everything within their reach. 

They asked us to come down and speak to the man. We did come 
down, and watched the Russians raging. 

It was a pleasure to finally see Nazi property being damaged or 
destroed for a change. These man were Russian partisans that 
cleared the way for the (finally around the corner) Russian liberation 
troops. 

Only hours later they have finally arrived. The Russian liberation 
army had arrived, ND WE WERE FREE!!!!!!!!!! 

I was never happyer about the fact that I spoke russian. It made it 
possible for me to explain to the Russian officers who we were. 

If I did not have the facility of the Russian language, we could 
have become victims like many other liberated inmates were of 
the brutal treatment, of rape. These dehuminized fighting 
soldiers attacked any woman that came their way, no matter how 
undesirable. I supose the years they spent on the front in different 
from ours, but still brutal human conditions made them also 
behave in a most animal like way. 

But speaking their language, and being able to explain the 
sufferings we were subjected to by the Nazi terror, we became 
instant friends, and had their deepest sympathy. 

They had a wholehearted desire to help us ease our burdens 
which still confronted us: Hunger, homelessness, lack of clothing, 
etc. etc. They provided shelter and food for us when ever they 
possibly could. 

And the celebration of our being liberated and the continuous 

victories on the Russian front started in the traditional 

Russian way. We opened up the cellar of the palace which was 

filled with all kinds of goodies. Hundreds of bottles of wine 

and liquors of all kinds. Foods of all kinds fit for a King, and enough 

of everything to feed a hungry army. 

And we celebrated and celebrated and celebrared without a stop, 
untill the Russians had to leave, and move on to continue 
their fighting which was only two days later. 


NO MORE NAZIS!!!!!! WE WERE FREE. 














Though the Russian uniforms were new to us, we had never seen a Russian 
before. It was the greatest feeling not to see the SVASTICA decorated 
uniforms. NO MORE SVASTICAS! ! ! ! NO MORE NAZIS! ! ! WE ARE FREE! ! 


But where are we? Where are we on the map? Where can we get a hold of 
a map so we can see in which direction we would have to head to eventually 
get home. Where did the Nazis leave us? Someone told us that we were 
somewhere in Poland, not too far away from the capital, Warshow, and 
pointed in the direction which would lead us to Warshow. 

It was painful to leave the heavenly place left behind by the Germans 
loaded with food, and comfortable lodging, but as the front kept moving, 
so did we, only in the opposite direction. We walked away from the battle 
fields, and with our hearts, full of hope, we knew we would get home soon 
somehow. 

Home. We were going home, everything is waiting for us just as we left 
it. Only the very best could follow after the Hell we had gone through 
and still ahead of us is the long road that will somehow lead us home. 

And so our walk towards the town that we once called home had started. 

The walk home lasted three and one half weeks . We walked through bombed out 
Europe, yes we walked on foot begging or stealing food, sitting through 
the nights in public places, like railroad stations or abandoned bombed 
out homes, and freezing in the cold winter nights of February. Most of 
the time we could not even get into the public places or bombed out homes, 
so we had to sit and wait through the night on the sidewalks leaning against 
the wall of a building. If there was one which was not destroyed by the 
bombings as the front moved through the area. 

The Polish citizens were mean enough to let us sit through the night as we 
did, and refused our begging and pleading for food. They didn’t allow us 
to spend the night inside their homes. Even in this very pitiful stage we 
were treated here with a great deal of anti-semetic feelings. They resented 
the fact that there were some Jews who had survived the CATASTROPHE. 





Most of the Polish citizens felt that the liquidation plan of the 
Germans wa a very good way with which finally there will be 
no more Jews left in Europe. The Polish had no more love for the 
Jews than the Germans or the Ukrains. 

As we continued our exhausting walk towards Warshow on a deserted 
road, we hoped that we were going in the right direction to 
reach our destination soon. Suddenly we heard a noise which only 
minutes later proved to be an oversized truck filled with 
Russian soldiers. The driver made a sudden stop as they came 
near us , and I so vivdly remember how he in Russian asked: 
f, KUDA DEVUSHKI" (Where are you going girls?) We unanimously answered 
To Warshow. Come on we’ll give you a lift said the Russian. 

Here again the fact that I spoke Russian was a great plus! 

Three or four soldiers came out from the back of the truck 

and one of them looked at me in my prison dress with no underwear, 

shoes or coat on, and without uttering one word, he took off 

his second top coat which the Russian soldiers wear due to 

the cruel Russian winters, his felt boots worn over his leather 

boots, and started dressing me in these clothes. 

It was the first time I felt some warmth on my body and feet 
in the bitter winter weather, raging in this very cold part 
of the world in February of 1945. 

I had nothing but the striped prison dress on, and the wooden 
stepin shoes, which was the uniform of the concentration camp. 

No underwear, stockings, coat or anything. Just the dress and shoes. 
It was heavenly to feel the warmth of the additional clothes. 

I will never forget the kind hearted Russian soldier who found 
it in his heart to see how very cold I was. 

They loaded the three of us in the back of the truck, and they gave 
us a lift all the way to the city of Warshow. 

The city of Warshaw was completely bombed out! I can safely say 
that there was not a building left in the whole city that was 
not damaged by the bombes. 













Most of the city was in total ruins, and the few people that one 
could see on the streets were living in bunkers or bumb shelters. 

The Russian kind hearted soldiers unloaded us in the middle of 
nowhere in the city. Since they had a mission to carry out, and 
we did not fit in any further in their plans. 

What now? We were in the middle of the streets of bombed out 
Warshow. We were again homeless, hungry, and we did, ? t have a place 
to go. As we were wondering where to go, someone gave us information 
that on the other side of the river which devided the city of Warshow 
and Praga, there was a Jewish Joint Organization in formation, and that 
we may be able to get some food and shelter there. 

But how do we get to cross the river? All the bridges crossing the 
river are bombed out, and the whole city was a big rack. 

Not one building was preserved from the frequent bombings. The city 
was a victim too. But there was no other way to get food and shelter, 
so we had decided to walk across the frozen river, hoping the ice was 
frozen enough for us to walk across on. We missed drowning only by 

a hair, since in one spot the ice was very thin, and only one 

more step in the wrong direction would have brought death under 
the ice covered waters of Warshow.. So inspite of the fact that we 

were liberated, death was still constantly around us. 

But we made it across the river, and we were now in Praga. 

The houses on the other side of the river were in somewhat better 
condition than the ones in Warshaw. After much searching we did find 
the halfway bombed out building from where the Joint Committee 
Organization was arranging some functions which would aid the 
liberated refugees or survivors. 

Their abilities to help us were very limited, but we were fed 
a warm meal, and since there were very few of us, we were able to 
spend the night under the roof of a heated house. 
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But there too we could not stay longer than a day or two, since 

the movement of the front dictated all circumstances because we had 

only one thing on our minds, and that was to get home as soon as possible. 

The fact that there was no home as we left it before the tragedy 

never entered our minds. All we wanted was to get home, and as I stated 

in my previous pages after three and a half weeks of walking through 

bombed out cities and muddy roads, sitting through the nights in 

public places or on sidewalks leaning against a building to be 

shielded from the winter winds, hungry, lice infested, very cold, in 

the middle of the coldest winter month, but now nothing and no one 

can stop us from getting home. 

Only instead of the utopia we had expected to find once we got home, 
we had first discovered the real weight or impact of the tragedy. 

We are now finally in our home town, after a whole year spent in 
the German concentration camps. Behind us were the most tragic and 
nhuman in history unprecedented horrors which has reduced us to 
a level beyond description. 

What now??? Standing in the middle of one of the main streets in 
our stripped concentration camp uniforms, my cousin, another lady, 
and myself, looked et each other not knowing what to do next. 

A young man walked over to us and asked where we were coming from? 

Without too much explanation, he understood that we had no place 
to go, and invited us to go with him. 

This young man was a Jew himself, and he took us to the only 
Jewish family living in this town. A town where about eighteen 
thousand Jews lived before the catastrophe of the HOLOCAUST. 

The reason for this family being there, was the fact that they wer 
living in the suburbs with Arian papers under Christian names. 

And so as soon as the Russian liberation army passed through the 
village where they were living under assumed Arian names, they 
were able to come forward and establish residence under their 
real names and live as Jews again. This was in October of 1944. 

Since we were liberated in February of 1945, and the war ended 
in May of the same year, we were among the first to be liberated 
from the camps, and in view to arrive home, and bring some 
hopeful news that there possibly will be more survivors at the end 
of the war. 





No one had expected us to return, everyone was sure that we all 
had parished. 

Most of the Arian population was not happy about our return. 

They were by now comfortably settled in the properties that the 
Jews had left behind, and were not willing to return any of it 
to the returning survivors. 

The Jewish family that this young man took us to consisted of 
husband, wife, two children, and another young man who lived through 
the war with Arian documents under an assumed name. 

This family had received the three of us with the greatest kindnes 
and love, and they shared with us everything that they had. 

The problem was that money was the only thing they had, and 
there was nothing you could get for money. 

Before we entered the apartment, we had to take off our clothes, 
because they were full of lice, filth, and bacteria. Lice have 
a way of multiplying faster than anyone can imagine, and the 
effect that they have on your nervous system if you were 
unfortunate enough to experiance it is most devestating. It is 
the worst thing that can happen to you, almost or equally as bad 
as hunger. Both attacked me simultaneously, which is not possible 
to describe. One feels insanity is not too far away. 

We had undressed naked, and entered the apartment. The problem was 
that the lady of the house had hardly any clothes at all that she 
could give us. She simply had non herself. 

She opened the closet door and said: "Girls do the best you can 
with what you find in the closet, just so you do not walk around 
naked." 

I can remember I had taken a nightgown and put it over my naked 
(now for a whole year for the first time clean body.) 

The first bath I took after a whole year was a feeling beyond 
description. The next best feeling was the first meal after 
being hungry for that same whole year. The other two ladies took 
whatever else there was in the closet. One took a robe and the 
other one a slip, and we sat down together and started crying, 
kissing, and hugging, and trying to tell the stories of our horrible 
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experiences till we were no more able to talk. This went on 
for days with just a few hours of breaks inbetween to squize in 
some sleep. We almost thought that sleep was a waste of time, since we 
had so much living to make up for, for the lost time we had spent 
under the German bestial hands. 

It was still too soon for us to realize the full impact of the 
catastrophe since we were so overwhelmed by the joys of the 
freedom, a warm house and food we had once again. 

We could think of nothing else at this time. 

We remained alive! we came back from Hell., and it would be only 
joy from now on.!!!! That is all that is going through our minds. 

As a few days passed in this unrealistic dreamy way, I suddenly 
realised that it was time now to see what happened to our real home, 
the house my parents, my brother, and I lived, in such very happy 
days before the catastrophe. 

I had to accumulate the courage and strength to walk in the 
direction that I once called home. I wlaked all along the Zrinyi 
street until I reached about number 100. My heart cept pounding 
at a higher and higher pace, the closer 1 came to number 110 
which wa s the address of our house!!!! 

As I noticed the first corner of the house, I stopped ubruptly. 

I froze and couldn’t make another move. For the first time I was 
taken to prison by the Nazis, I started to cry with bitter tears and 
could not stop or move for about an hour. It was at this time 
that I had realised the bitter truth, and reality was here life 
size in front of my eyes. The house appeared to be a giant mountain 
of pain, as it now became clear, that the house is merely an 
empty shell of my beautiful passed childhood without my dearly 
beloved mother, father and brother 

After a long period of extreme emotional pain, I finally walked 
closer to the house where I grew up, we called our home, and all 
of us were so happy until the Nazi tragedy destroyed it all!!!! 

I walked through the open fence door into the backyard of the house, 
and as I was getting ready to enter the house, a lady and 
gentleman came out ( they must have been observing me from the iside) 
and asked me what I was doing here????. 
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My answer spontaneously was, I came to see what happened to our house? 
Thei immediate reply was: "This is not your house anymore! This house 
now belongs to us. The government had assigned it to us, and we have been 
living in it happyly for longer than a year. You will have to look 
for another place for yourself!!!. 

Is there anyway I can describe the feelong I had at this time? Hardly!!! 
So I will leave it to your imagination. 

To add to it all, this was a school teacher and his wife who knew my 

family well, and they watched me grow up since I was a little girl 

They lived in our neighborhood before moving into our house 

which was much superior to theirs. They used to treat me with acertain 

amount of affection that was usually shown to a growing child by 

an adult neighbor. But now they saw a potential enemy in me, 

since I presented a threath of desturbing the peace with which 

they setteled into this beautiful rebuilt, refurnished house some 

two years or so before we were all deported to Auschwitz. 

In those days it was not average for a girl to have her own room, 
but I did have my own room, and it was a beautiful corner room 
with a hansom lace curtain, ceiling to floor on the large corner 
window. These lace curtains somehow remained indelibly in my memory, 
and I always longed to have similare curtains in my room. If I ever 
will be lucky enough to have a room of my own. 

The furniture was of a dark mahagony, givin to me as a gift by 
my uncle, my mothers brother. The couch had a beautiful wooden 
frame, and the apholstery fabric was of the most wonderful pea green 
color of a floral paisley silk satin jaquard patern. 

The dark luster of the mahagony furniture with the pea green 
silk satin couch was a pleasant combination, which I shall never 
forget as lonfg as I live. 












This is where all my dreams were fabricated for the future, none 
of which became reality. Instead thay had turned to ashes, and 
life took a totally different shape, which reveals itself in the 
pages as I go along in my story. 

The uncle (my mothers brother) who gave me the furniture in my room 
as a gift, was a selfmade multi-millionaire. He came from a very 
poor family, so poor as a matter of fact from the stories my 
mother used to tell us about her childhood, sometimes they had 
a hard time putting the customary shabat meal together for the family. 

My grandmother on my mothers side, (the mother of this later very 
rich uncle) incidentally never lived to see her sons success. 

She died of a heart attack at a young age of about 48. 

My grandmother came to be known in the village they lived in by 
the nickname of "THE SEWING ELISABETH", she would sew and mend 
clothes for the village women. In return they would pay her inproduce, 
which the farmers harvested in their feelds, such as flour, 
potatoes, corn, etc. Sometimes my grandmother had to ask her best 
neighbor and friend on a Friday afternoon for some flur as an 
advance so she could bake some traditional challah bread for the shabat. 
This was a meager existance, but full of love and dignity. 

All of the children grew up under the most difficult circumstances, 
but they all grew up to be brilliant and beautiful, with inner as 
well as physical beauty. 

My millionaire uncle ERNEST, was as handsome as a Greek God, and 
as bright and brilliant as a star. My mother was a bright and 
beautiful lady, and because of her outstanding intelligence 
they nicknamed her the PRIME MINISTER. One of the other two 
brothers emigrated to America at an early age, who was a sweet 
very handsome, and very good natured gentlemen. 

When my brother and I came to the U.S.A. after the catastrophe, 
he gave us a lot of joy as an uncle. He was the sole survivor 
of the entire family on my mothers side, but only because he 
was sensible enough to leave for the U.S.A. before Hitlers 
raging ara. There was one more brother on my mothers side. 

He was sick most of his life. He had developed his sickness in 
Russia as a prisoner of world war one. He struggled with 
poor health most of his life, and died at an early age while 
still at home, before Hitler could take him to Auschwitz. 
















Inspite of his poor health, he was finacially successful and had 
a wonderful family. Three gorgeous bys and a wife. They all perished 
in the ovens of Auschwitz. 

As far as my millionaire uncle, he too became a victim of the Nazi 
atrocities and also was burned in the ovens of Auschwitz with the 
rest of the victims I loved so very much. 

Losing my uncle Ernest, was as painful to me as losing my parents. 

My uncle Ernest thought I was the most precious child. He used to 
look at me and smile with that handsom smile of his which I shal 
never forget, and say to my mother: Magda (meaning me) is precious 
in every way. When she will gro up and get married, it will be 
the social event of Middle Europe n I ! ll see to thatV He never lived 
to fulfill his prediction, and instead I became an orphan at a 
younger age than anybody should. 

I lost everybody that I so dearly loved,and who loved me equally 
as much. 

I was smashed mentally and morally beyond description into 
the smallest molecules in the concentratio camps starting with 
Auschwitz, then going on to Stuthoff, and than Brnau or Bidgost as 
the town was called in Polish. 

The experiences in these camps wer the most inhuman, beyond 
description atrocious variety of events under bestial SS guards, 
the most inhuman beasts dressed in military uniforms. 




What was I to do now that I was free?????? 

What shall I do? Who should I turn to? Left alone in the middle 
Poland without any help from the local citizens, nor any public 
assistance, which wa-s non-existant, sice the war was still 
it looked like it would never come to an end. 
this was in February of 1945. 

The war finally after its most destructive and inhuman rage 
unprecedented in history finally came to an end in May of 1945. 
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The war was over, but the tragedies that it left behind had manifested themselves 
in all areas. The price which we all paid for the war finally had left us 
totally destroyed!!!! 

In my emotionally tormented body and soul lives a spirit which wants with all 
its might to go on living a normal life, inspite of the odds. 

It’s true that the world was not as bright and beautiful as it was befor we 
were participants in this tragedy. A black veil has covered the blue horizon 
which we left behind before going away. But by lighting a candle day by day 
or laying a brick everyday towards a new future, maybe the darkness will 
diminish, and one day disappear completely. Who knows? If damages of this 
can be repaired? We shall see????. 

And so I started my fight to build new pillars for my new life alone. 

But where should I start? Maybe tomorrow will bring a miracle which will help 
me find the way????. 

Sure enough one day a gentleman appeared on the horizon out of nowhere, in 
the house where we, the three liberated women were so graciously received. 

This man was liberated in the area of Munkacs, and was looking for Jewish 
people who had suffered in a similar way as he did, so he could spend his 
time with people of his own kind until Budapest would be liberated. Budapest 
was the city where he lived before the war. 

This man was a chemist who decided to set up a business in his field and had 
set up a primitive chemical manufacturing facility until the time would come 
and Budapest would be liberated, and he would be able to go home. 

The town of Munkacs where I lived most beautiful of my childhood was now 
under Russian occupation. Since this man, Mr. Gaal spoke no other language 
than Hungarian and I did speak Russian, he asked me to help him in his business. 

I was happy to except his offer and so my first job came along after my 
liberation. 

I was assigned various responsibilities, one of which was to prepare from the 
recipe he gave me a primitive glue for the local cigarette factory. 



























The glue was used to prepare or glue the cigarette. Without us supplying 
this primitive glue as it was, the cigarette factory remained idol. The 
glue was made of very primitive materials, since those were the only ones 
that could be found soom after the war. For this reason the paste had to 
be delivered and used immediately after it was produced. It was my 
responsibility to see that twice a day this gets done in the most orderly 
manner since the cigarette factory to date was our biggest customer. We 
were mutually important to each other as we could not meet our obligations 
or pay our workers nor purchase the raw materials without the cigarette 
factory as our satisfied customer. The cigarette factory could not produce 
any cigarettes without our primitive glue. 

This situation later turned out to be the most devastating circumstance in 
the life I newly started. 

In May of 1945 the war came to an end (along with all of war torn Europe, 
Budapest now was liberated.) Leaving his newly built business under my 
supervision, my boss Mr. Gaal, anxiously retuned to Budapest to see what 
was left of his family and his belongings. 

Mr. Gaal was lucky because he found his wife and most of his factory in 
good condition. He went to work on his newly found factory, and I remained 
in charge of the plant he had organized in my hometown, Munkacs. 

All were concerned but particularly the officials of the cigarette factory 
who were very happy and satisfied with my performance as general manager. 
Business was good and the officials (of the cigarette factory) were trying 
with all their might to be friendly with me, to make sure that they received 
their delivery daily, in order to keep their production moving without any 
interruption. 
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I decided to leave my hometown which was now part of Russia as most Holocaust 
survivors did, in view of the fact that we found painful memoris of the past 
and leaving the place that once was home made it easier to forget and build 
new lives totally detached from the past. 

This would have meant that they would be unable to continue their production. 

Cigarettes were a major exchange item immediately after the war for items 
which were difficult to obtain, such as food, clothing or luxury items of 
any kind, which few people could afford. 

Another reason most people returned home from the concentrations camps 
(did not want to stay here) was that it now became Russia which would make 
it impossible to communicate with the rest of the world. There was no 
opportunity for work, and there was no way we could rebuild our destroyed 
lives. 

The Russian government had granted permission for all who wanted to leave 
to go wherever they could to live a better life, and ofcourse a better life 
existed almost anywhere, except in Russia. Everyone lost their families 
and their properties were anxious to move on. As Czechoslovak citizens 
before the Russian takeover, the Czech government was happy to give us a 
home on Czechoslovakian territory. 

In the north portion of Czechoslovakia exists an area which is called 
M The Sudeten" Its population was mostly German before the was as this 
territory was on the border of Germany. Most of these Germans who lived 
here were proudly voicing their pleasure of being Germans rather than 
Czech citizens. They collaborated with the Nazi German government which 
had occupied Czechoslovakia all through the war. 

After the war was over the now liberated Czechoslovakian government had 
taken the book of laws which was written for the Jews, erased the word 
Jewish and inserted German. The book now became the laws for German c r izens 
instead of laws for Jewish citizens. 











And the Germans of the Sudeten in Czechoslovakia now had to obey the laws 
which Nazi Germany had written for the Jews of middle Europe. 

The Germans living in Czechoslovakia wore a yellow armband. They were not 
allowed to walk in the street before 10:00am and after 7:00pm, and had 
minimum food rations. They were allowed to shop only in designated stores, 
etc, etc. When they expressed dissatisfaction about their faith, they were 
merely answered, how come you don't like to practice these laws? They were 
written by Germans!!!!! We merely want you to try what you have written 
for others. It was a great pleasure for me to see the Germans with yellow 
armbands, abiding under the laws that were written for the Jews. 

Another touch of justice (after the war) in liberated Czechoslovakis was 
that the Germans (that lived here) were ordered to leave all their belongings 
behind, were stripped of their Cezechoslovak"citizenship and finally deported 
to Germany. The Jewish people had first priorities to request German 
properties. We the Jewish people were ordered by the Germans to leave all 
belongings behind, except for one handbag ; Of all our accumulated wealth 
of a lifetime, now the Germans of The Sudeten were ^ordered by the Czechoslovakian 
government to leave everthing but a suitcase. As survivors of the Holocaust 
we had the right to move into their properties. 

My brother and I lived in a house that was left behind by the deported 
Germans, after we crossed the Russian border into Czechoslovakis. 

This house was in a world famous resort called Marienbad. We lived there 
for three years, until our quota had finally allowed us to emigrate to the 
U.S.A. 








One more awesome experience beforw I reached Czechoslovakia 
from Russian occupied Munkacs: 

THE ILLEGAL CROSSING OF THE RUSSIAN BORDER (NOW CLOSED) 

As I said before the Russian government allowed everyone who 
wanted to leave or did not want to live under Russian Occupation 
to leave. No passport or any kind of document was necessary 
since the borders were left open for several months. 

You simply picked yourself up, left everything behind, and left. 

I could not do the same, since I had to promise the officials 
of the cigarette factory that 1 had no desire to leave, and 
that I wanted to live the rest of my life under Russian ruled 
communist S.S.S.R. 

Had I not gon along with their request, I would have probably 
wound up somewhere in a Siberian prison as a traitor. Who knows??? 

In my heart I knew all along that I had no intentions of 
living the rest of my life under Russian occupation, but I had 
to make the commitment. The question was, how will I make a break? 

I was sure it wouldn't be done through legal chanels. But how 
would I do it now that the borders were closed??? 

God will show me a way somehow. I kept saying to myself. 

But how? when the most difficult task in the world is to cross 
the Russian border illegelly, or for that matter legally. 

Hoping for a mirracle, I kept working and things were going 
smoothly. My relationship with the cigarette factory officials 
could have not been better. They all trusted me and were happy 
about my decision to stay in Munkacs. 

But voices inside me were saying, go away, this lifstyle 
is not for you. How can you live here when the memories of 
the past are so vivid and painful, and when the neighbors are 
unhappy to see that you returned? A place where I could not 
reclaim any of our former belongings, where everything was so empty 
compared to what it was like before the catastrophe. 

Where the political climat was such that I could not live 
with, to say the least! 
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How could I live there the rest of my life? No I coildn’t stay there 
at any cost, even at the cost of my life! and so I decided to cross 

the by now closed Russian border Illegelly with my brother who also did 

not leave due to my circumstances. We were the only survivors of the 
catastrophe in our family. We clung to eachother, and silently 
vowed to never part, and we never did part, and stayed together through 
all the following events that life brought our ways, good and bad. 
Through thich and thin as the saying goes. 

My brother and I made a deal with a farmer who lived onthe border. 

He would take us across to Czechoslovakia. We gave the farmer 
all ur savings we were able to acumulate in the few months that we 
spent home after our liberation. 

We decided to leave and set out for our journey on a cold February 
night, despite the ten inches of melting snow on the ground, howling 
dogs, border patrol throwing raquets up in the dark and bitter 
cold night which lit up the territory, making it necessary for us to 
lie flat on the muddy snowy ground in order not to be noticed by 
the border patrol. 

with the help of the farmer we had crossed the Russian border in 
to Czechoslovakia. 

This was not as easy as it sounds. The farmer wlked with us only 
up to a certain point. Then with his finger he directed us to 
Czechoslovakia. He left us now and wished us good luck in 
finding our way. The dangerous walk lasted for about three hours 
or so it seemd under the most dangerous and trying circumstances. 

We lost our way in the very dark winter night. 

The constant firing of raquets in the air forced us to repeatedly 
lie flat on the muddy (to our knees) fields. We had to walk 
through the fields as the roads were more dangerous . 

The dogs are howling, it was bitter cold, and the mud was up to 
our knees. All this made it more difficult to go on. 

According to the directions of our guide, we should have arrived 
across the border by now, but we had lost our way. 

We stopped for a while exhausted to see wht next. 

All of a sudden we heard the noise of a horse-drawn wagon. At my 
suggestion we walked in the direction of the wagon that generated the 
noise. 
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This could have easily meant great danger, since we didn’t know 
where we were, we could have walked into the hands of the Russian 
border patroli 

In the very dark night we dimly saw electric light poles, and figured 
out that this was where the road on which the vagon was traveling 
was. 

Dawn was starting to break, and we were finally approaching the road 
and the wagon. We waved to stop the wagon, and we knew that we had made it 
through the border, because the farmers driving the wagon spoke to 
us in Czech. They were sympathetic to our ordeal that we just 
lived through, and they gave us a ride to the nearest town, where 
they helped us find shelter until we were able to get our 

strength back to move on. 

These farmers told us, that the territory where they found us was 
only minutes away from hte Soviet border, and had they not come along 
to save us, we would have wlked right into the hands of the Russian 
border patrol. This would have meant the worst kind of faith. The sentence 
could have been life in prison or slave labor in Siberia, or who knows 
what else??????????? 

Again we walked in the shadows of danger or even death, but it was 
worth it all, since everything that followed could only be better 
than to have remained in Russia, and live the redt of our lives 
in the Soviet Union. 

We picked up food and regained our strengths. Then we started our 
journey towards the SUDETEN where our cousins were already settled 
into properties confiscated from the Germans that were ordered 
back to Germany, by the Czechoslovak government. One of my 
cousins who was a foreign legionar in the British army during 
the war had a very desirable "COLONIAL WAREN STORE" ;,aich carried 
all possible overseas delicacies, such as wine, liquers, coffee, 
tea, and many-many very hard to obtain items 

My brother and I were received kindly by our cousins since we 
were the only ones that survived out of the rather large family. 

My father had eleven brothers and sisters, and they all had 
children. My mother had three brothers who also had children. 

They all perished in the HOLOCAUST. 



We both started to work in our cousins store which was very busy. We 
requistioned an apartment from the local authorities which was confiscated 
from the Germans. We started our life in Czechoslovakia, in Marienbad, 
where we lived for three years until our papers to emigrate to the U.S.A, 
had been completed. 

These were relatively pleasant three years for my brother and me. We 
lived in a two family villa type house separated from the crowded center 
of town. Our garden was about two miles long where I had the opportunity 
to renew my hobby. 

I grew the most beautiful vegetables, cauliflower, cabbage, cucumbers, 
parsley, onions, carrots, etc., etc., which served as a supply that lasted 
us all through the winter months. I became famous for the second time in 
my life for my gardening. 

We owned six lambs which added a touch of beauty to our garden. The white 
sheep against the rich green grass was a nerve calming tranquille picture. 

But the best part of living here was the family that lived in the same house. 
We became very friendly and had the best times together 

The family Vanek were full of fun. They came to live here from the town of 
Pilzen, the beer capitol of Czechoslovakia. They had a litter boy who I came 
to adore. The close friendship of this family partially compensated for the 
tragic loss of the members of our family. The little boy was my great love, 
and when the time came for our departure to America, it was avery emotional 
separation. 














One day after a long three year wait we finally received our papers which 
enable us to start our journey to the U.S.A. We were jumping for joy, that 
our dream was finally becoming reality. 

We said goodbye to our close friends and cousins, and left everything behind 
once again for the second time since we had returned from Auschwitz. But 
now we felt no pity to leave everything because after abl, we were leaving 
for the land where all dreams come through for everybody. To the land 
where money was easy to come by and everyone lives a rich, happy and fulfilled 
life. 

Though we had Airplane tickets to come to the U.S.A. we came on a boat 
through Canada, since strangely enough taking the boat would make it possible 
for us to get to the U.S.A. much sooner. After all we couldn’t wait or waste 

anymore time to reach the shores of the land of dreams, the lad of stars and 

stripes where everyone was happy, and there was not even the remotest chance 
of finding anyone who was no happy, or who did not have everything his or her 
heart desired. 

This was the naive image we had of America in Europe. We somehow believed 
that once we reached the shores of America all our troubles would melt away 
and turn into a magic which would carry us through the rest of our lives. 

Our newly found American relative would go out of their way to try and help 
heal our wounds which the tragedy of the Holocaust had inflicted upon us. 

Our uncles, four brothers of our fathers would try to be fathers to us and 
our relatives would fill the empty gap that the loss of our entire destroyed 
family had created. 

This dream to came much sort of fulfillment. After an emothins at least 
from our part meeting at Grand Central in New York, because the boat that we 
took to come to America crossed th Atlantic from Germany to Canada which was 
a regular run for the English Cooks who owned the ship named "SAMARJA" from 
Canada to New York we came by train. The car lined streets we saw from the 
windows of the train gave us the first impression of American affluence 

where cars in Europe were scarce and were often few. 
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We somehow thought there couldn’t be so many privately owned cars, We 
thought we were passing the FORD plants or some other automobile manufacturing 
plant. 

Our relatives were curios to see their newly arrived survivor children and it 
was mostely their curiosity to see us rather than welcome us with love and 
affection that they cam for. They were trying to decide amongst each other 
who was going to take us home with them to give us shelter at least for awhile 
unitl we found our way in our new home land. 

After their long discussion the decision had been made for us to go to the 
home of our most affluent uncle who lived in Westchester County in a private 
home, in the town of Hastings on the Hudson. 

The first ride we took in our uncles car was Times Square, in New York. The 
huge neon lights on Times Square was an overwhelming experirnece. These huge 
lights contributed to our illusions about America. This surely was the land 
of dreams!!!!! Just as we saw it in our imaginations and illusions. 

After a short visit to Times Square we headed for the West Side Highway to 
our uncles house in Westchester. 

The ride on the West Side Highway with the majestic and bold Hudson River on 
our left throughout our destination an indelible and overwhelming experience!!! 

Our stay at our uncles house was short and very unhappy!!!!! Our newly found 
aunts, uncles, and cousins had much more important things to do than help their 
orphaned homeless cousins. They all went abouth their own joys of life, and 
excluded us in their activites. Neither of our relatives cared to help us 
in any shape, form or manner. This was a bit to much to take. The indifference 
of veryone around us!!!! (even at this stage) 




The apathy demonstrated by everyone was enough now to make us feel desperate, 
but not now! No, we cannot give up now. We must find a way somehow out of 
this, but of all my other experiences this was not any easy one to find a way 
out of. But we would not give up hope! We must go on. 

Our darkest hours were perhaps the down of the most prosperous times for 
America, and perhaps this was the reason why the people were busy exploiting 
their own possibilities of success rather than trying to do things on our 
behalf, to save us and our families. The total lack of interest towards our 
plague before, during and after the tragedy that we had to and still have to 
live with made it impossible for our pain to go away, even after 40 years. 

It was approximately three or four months that we called our uncle’s house, 
home. The four months were not pleasant for us to say the least. 

After just about less that two weeks after my arrival my uncle through 
connection of his found a job for me, in Yonkers, where I worked as a floor 
girl in a factory. I fed piece work operators with plastic tablecloths to 
be hemmed. My wages wer 65c per hour. I had to be on my feet all day 
without a break at all since the speed with which the operators hemmed the 
tablecloths kept me moving at a very fast pace. By the end of the day with 
just a 1/2 hour break for lunch, I was exhausted enough not to have a desire 
to eat. My brother at the same time also through the arrangements of 
our uncle was working as a glaser in construction, where in the cold winter 
months he installed windows on tall buildings from the outside from a very 
tall ladder. The wind and cold air in the winter days which he was exposed 
to all day had a very harmful affect on the various parts of his face, his 
nose especially, and his toes, which were frost bitten during the war. The 
exposure to the cold had made the sight of him every evening a very painful 
experience for me. We tried to give each other moral support, saying to 
each other that we would find a way. We just need a little more patience!!! 
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I worked hard all day in a sweatshop as they called these places those days. 

I cried most of my nights through, and was once again hoping and praying for 
another miracle. 

One morning at work I felt very low, and could -ot hold my tears back from 
flowing. I tried very hard, but they simply wouldn’t stop. The forman 
noticed that I was crying, and came over to ask me what was wrong. I tried 
to say that it was just one of my bad days, but he knew there was more than 
that to my bitter tears. He took me to his office where I told him my sad 
story, and he said to me M Magda what is a girl of your background doing in a 
place like this?” There must be a better way for you to make a living, even 
until you learn the language. And I intend to help you as much as I can. 

For the time being I will teach you how to sew on the sewing machine which 
will enable you to make more money per hour, and sitting rather than standing 
on your feet all day will be easier for you. 

It took very little for me to learn how to sew on the powerful electric 
sewing machine, and within just a few days I became a sewing machine operator, 
and I too was now hemming plastic tablecloths. Another step in the direction 
of a better life in America. 











Quite a few weeks even months passed in the same way. I worked 
on the sewing machine, and made a little more money but the 
pressures and disapointments which brought me to this level took 
their toll by now. 

I developed a siatica nerve pain on my left side. I suffered severe 
pain from the top of my neck, my back, and thigh which really 
incapacitated me. Inspite of the excrutiating pain I suffered, 

I went to work every day. 

The Doctor could not find anything to sooth my pain, but he 
recomended the warm climate as a possibility of relief. 

The Doctor said thet it possibly was a reumatic pain. Such a 
possibility could exist. He was not sure of his diagnosis. 

One Sunday afternoon, there was a gathering of the entire family, 
where my brother and I were also invited. It was at this 
gathering that I met uncle Joe. Uncle Joe was a distant relative 
whose family was down in Miami Beach for the winter. In the 
conversation we were having he mentioned, htat he was getting 
ready to visit his family in Florida. I told him about my 
doctors recomendation for the warm climate, and he offered to 
take me with him and somehow find a home for me in Miami Beach. 

In view of the fact that I was unhappy at my uncle’s house 
and the doctors recomendation to cure my very incapacitating 
pain, I took uncle Joe’s offer and left for Miami beach. 

I was hoping that this to would bring me closer to a better 
future. It was way overdue, but I never lost my hope!!! 

After all the suffering that I was a victim of, there has to be 
a better future instore for me. Just a little more patience. 

It would be here soon! 

I now had enough money saved up to pay for my ticket to Florida, 
and even had $35.oo left over. I was now on my way to Miami beach. 

This was the first time in my life that I traveled by plane! 

This also was the first time in my life that I had a chance to 
see the TROPICS. Both these experiences of course were very 
exiting, and when I got off the plane in Miami and saw the tropical 
palm trees, banana trees, pineapple trees, and all the flower 
gardens, the overwhelmingly large hotels, all of which lined 
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COLLINS AVENUE, it gave me the impression of beauty that could 
only be compared with the heavenly GARDEN OF EDEN!!! 


My feelings were intensified by the fact that I had flown into 

the summer climate from the deep winter snowe in New York only three 

hours later , ALL THIS TROPICAL SPLENDOR. 

The Florida sunshine and beautiful surroundings, the gardens, the 
tropical plants, birds and the surrounding ocean, was an immediate 
relief from my rather painful existance in New York. 

My Goodnes!!! Could this be paradise? We just arrived!!! Or was it 
just an illusion or mirage of somekind!!!??? 

The fact that all of this was a first in my life, the tropics, 
the flight on a plane, the richness of lush gardens in the middle 
of the deep winter made me excited beyond description, and now 
I surely felt that this was the gate that would lead me 
towards a better future. 

Uncle Joe introduced me to the distant cousins in Florida. 

They were all impressed with me, and started to help me get 
settled into my new home: Miami-Beach. 

My newly wed and now pregnant cousin and her husband made room 
for me in their very small studio apartment. They had placed 
a bed in the entrance hall of the apartment where I slept the 
night through though with difficulty, since the nagging siatica 
pain in my side never left me. 

Not having much reserve cash, (about $35.oo) I had to worry 
about somehow finding some work. In Miami-Beach jobs were not 
easy to come by, aspecially not for people like myself who 
did not -oeak any English. One of my distant aunts new somebody 
by the name of Sidney who had a shirt manufacturing business 
in the town of Miami. With her help, Sidney gave me a job in his 
factory as an operator sewing shirts, since by now I had 
learned how to sew on an electric power sewing machine. 













I now had a job, and a place to live, or better yet, a place to 
spend the night. Though privacy was impossible in the very small 
apartment that my cousins lived in and were willing to share 
with me. 

My cousin Paul was very kind, and was trying to do everything he 
could to eas my pain. Many times he made my hot oatmeal cereal 
which was a regular part of our breakfast 

He would get up early in the morning, cook the hot cereal, and 
gently wake me up. We ate breakfast together and went off to work 
at the same time. 

After working in my new job for a few weeks and doing a good job, 
one day I could not fake the fact that I felt well. The siatica 
pain that I suffered from must have clearly shown on my face, as 
my boss walked over to me and simply said: Mage, (this is the way 
he liked to call me) "What is wrong with you? I can see on your 
face that you are suffering pain of somekind." Fearing that I may 
lose my job, I tried to deny that I was suffering from pain, 
but he assured me that he wanted to help me, and so I tried to 
describe my unbarable pain, which he patiently listened to. 

The reason for Mr. Berger’s interest in my pain turned out to be 
the fact that he just in the recent past suffered from a similar 
painwhich he also found very difficult to cope with, and it was 
for this reason that he wanted to help me. 
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I will remain grateful to Mr. Berger for the rest of my life for having 
taken me to his docotor who with Vitamin B-complex injections which he 
administered weekly for a few months, had finally cured my very severe 
and incapacitating pain. 

All through my working days in Miami, my pay was $28.00. All through my 
ordeal of the doctors visits, this was the way I managed my financial 
affairs. Every week $15.00 for the injection, $10.00 for my room and board, 
and $3.00 left over went for carefree or if I was able to walk or get a ride 
to work, then I could enjoy the pleasure of seeing a movie, or some other 
luxurious thing.Feeling a great deal better now, I started going to the beach 
on Sunday, and among many other people, I met a very handsome Hungarian man, 
with whom I found a great deal in common. We spent many enjoyable hours 
together, and these hours took their normal course which turned our relationship 
into a romance which was a feeling of joyous existence finally after all the 
suffering!!!!!!!!! 

George was a very handsome, intelligent man and I was envied by all the women 
around me for having captured George’s heart. Geroge loved and respected me 
deeply, and his feelings for me made me feel that all the pains that I had 
suffered on the way here were all worthwhile. 

But my romance with George was a short one. The various circumstances that I 
found our existed around George were very much against the plans and dreams I 
had created for myself and for my future. George loved gambling, and George 
was divorced with three very small children to support. I loved George deeply, 
but his circumstances casted a dark shadow over my hopes for a future wiith 
this man. I was young enough to have my own children, rather that to struggle 
with the upbringing of three small children to whom I would have remained only 
a stepmother. And George’s gambling habit was even more disturbing. Not only 
to me but also to George. But as hard as he tried he could not shake his 
undesirable habit of gambling. 







66 . 


I have now spent about six months in Miami, and ully realized that in order 
for me not to get further involved with George, I must leave the Miami area. 

I once again packed my belongings, which incidentally were very few and came 
back to New York. I had explained my decision to George, and because of all 
my struggles, he wished me a better future than what he could have given me. 
George took me to the train and wished me well. As the train started moving 
and picking up steam George stood at the rail station and waved with his 
right arm until I could see no trace of him. This picture has remained vivid 
in my mind forever. 

My heart was filled with pain for having left behain this beautiful feeling 
which only romance is able to produce, but logic pointed in the direction I 
was taking. And so I was faced once again with the task of gathering strength 
from within to find new avenues which would lead to happiness!!!!!!!?????? 





















My brother who has remained in New York at our uncles house was happy to 
see me back in New York. We found a furnished room in the Bronx on Morris 
Avenue near the Grand Concourse with a family. They were also newcomers in 
America as a matter of fact we reached the shores of the U.S.A on the same 
boat. 

They were happy to share their multiple room apartment with us. Being 
newcomers they could use the money that my brother and I paid for the two 
individual furnished rooms we had rented. The kitchen priviledges we had, 
allowed me to make dinner for my brother and myself after we came home from 
work. 

After only a few months, my brother and I found an apartment of our own, 
and we were happy to finally have a home we could call our own. 

Through friends I left behind befor I left for Miami I was able to get a 
sewing operator job in a bra factory. I worked in this factory for some 
legth of time, until one day 1 could not take another moment of this factory 
environment!!!!! The rush of the piece work, the loud noises of the power 
machines, and all the other things that went along with factory life. 

One day in the middle of the day, I simply got up from my chair walked into 
the office, and resigned. The boss who liked me, and my work tried to 
persuade me to stay, but I simply would not listen. I left my job as a 
factory worker forever. My worn nerves could not take another moment of 
this environment. 

By now I spoke English well enough to carry on a conversation. It has come 
to my attention that a local candy manufacturer who at that time had some 
twenty or more stores in New York and kept opeing more and more, preferred 
hiring girls with accents even if they had a limited knowledge of the English 
language. I applied for a job with this company and was hired immediately. 

I was assigned as a salesclerk in one of their stores. I loved mu job!!!! 
What a change. 
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from the factory envoroment to the lovely environment of the beautifully 
decorated lucious pastel colors of the chocolateire store? My English was 
improving by the day due to the direct contact I had with the customers. It 
took no longer thatn six months due to my enthusiasm demonstrated on my job, 
that I was promoted to assistant manager, and only a few months later to 
store manager. 

My enthusiasm and desire to please the management and endless hours of hard 
work, quickly made a name for me as one of the company’s best managers. In 
the five years I worked for this company, I was transferred to most of their 
stores since I was able to organize and move the business in the direction 
that management liked to see it move. I managed at least 20 of their by 
now 55 stores and won a prize for the way I kept my store or stores that I 
managed. 

One day after about four years with this company, most of the time in the 
capacity of store manager, I was asked to take over the display department, 
due to a misunderstanding that occured between management and the personnel 
of the existing display department. That ended in the dismissal of the entire 
personnel of this department. The management trusted my taste level and abilities 
and despite the fact the I had no training whatsoever in the field. I very 
successfully took over with the help of additional assigned personnel, and I 
successfully replaced the former display department staff. I was not aware of 
my own talents as a decorator of windows, but as I worked my way into this 
creative profession, I enjoyed it more and more everyday. Each time a window 
had to be changed it was a new challenge. What props to use, what color 
combinations to use, and how to assemble and display the merchandise that 
management tried to promote for that particular time period. 

Due to ray newly discovered talent in the field of decorating, I now had an 
enormous desire to move into the world of fashion and see it I could function 
as a window decorator or fashion coordinator in the soft goods area. 

One day I informed management of my decision to leave and gave two weeks notice. 






















Ofcourse management tried every possible way to discourage my departure, 
but my heart was set on the vaious beautiful clothes which I saw in the 
fine specialty shops all over town that I could hardly afford to buy. 

Not to long after I left my candy window decorating position, I did find 
myself working for one of New York City’s fine fashion chains which at 
that time had about 28 stores. 

The beautiful quality fashion merchandis I was surrounded by gave me 
enormous pleasure, and I loved draping and displaying this merchandise, 
but I quickly had my fill of this particula work, since the physical work, 
the lifting, or the ladders, bending and traveling daily to a different 
location, sometimes out of town, took the pleasure away to some degree. 

I quickly realized that a fashion coordinators hob would be hard to lend. 
The physical work that was part of creating a fashion window became too 
much for a woman. 
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I was lost for ideas as to where or which direction to take next? It 
was a beautiful spring early Saturday afternoon, and I was shopping 
for a spring coat. 

I found myself in the 34th Street and Sixth Avenue are, and walked into 
OHRBACHS. Ohrbachs those days was well known for their very well managed 
coat department. As I walked on 34th Street, I noticed the retail merchandising 
giant on Herald Square, and a thought occured in my mine. There must be 
something exciting for a girl of my type to do in a giant store like this. 

It was about 4 pm in the afternoon, which is hardly the most convenient time 
to visit a personnel department. But after the information I was given on 
the main floor. I appeared on the 16th floor where as soon as I stepped 
out of hte elevator I read a sign "EXECUTIVE PERSONNEL" with an arrow, and 
arrived in a very deserted waiting room type area, and noticed some light 
coming out of one of the private offices. All the other doors looked closed 
with no-one in there!! 

Obviously I came at the wrong time, and just as I turned around to leave, 
a very beautiful tall gray haired lady come after me with the most fitting 
question: CAN I HELP YOU?." Since I was still working, I was most relaxed 

in my approach, and very simply answered: "I was just walking by, and thought 
there must be an area in a department store of this size where you could 
employ someone like myself????" 

I will never forget the smile which appeared on the face of this handsome 
lady. She felt amused by the straight forward approach and answered as follows: 
"We do not interview people who just walk in off the street. Our applicants 
have to be recommended, or referred to us by an agency, or by an appointment 
that is made by submitting a resume." I apologized for my wrong approach and 
was ready to leave. It was at this point that the lady said: "ON another 
thought I will make an exception in this case, and I will talk to you." 

Please come into my office. With the greatest of ease I walked into the office 
and the friendly 



warm approach this lady demonstrated towards me, allowed me to be completely 
relaxed. I had a feeling that this lady was a friend of mine who I knew for 
a long time. I enjoyed the conversation we had, which was of a general nature 
with some background questions mixed in. 

At the end of our conversation, Ms. Carlin was evidently impressed with me, 
as she asked me to join the company as an advanced executive trainee. "There 
is a training course starting on April 14th, and I would like you to count 
on joining us then!" THE HANDSOME LADY SAID. 

I couldn’s believe this was all true! Could this be possible? Oh no I must 
be dreaming!!?? What did I do? How will I handle all of this?? Will I 
succeed?? How will I be able to function in an environment of this size and 
magnitude. My goodness what have I done?? All of these thoughts ran 
through my mind as we shook hands, and said goodbye at least for now! 

I had no idea at this time that the lady who just hired me was the head of 
executive personnel!!!!! This was really my lucky day, for on April 14th of 
1958 after a long struggle in various jobs, I started a career which fulfilled 
my wildest dreams. I started working for the World’s largest department store 
R.H. MACY’S. 
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After a somewhat emothinal encounter with my bosses, I gave two weeks notice 
as was a proper thing to do. I appeared at the same place where just two 
weeks ago I accidentally stumbled into the executive personnel department at 
Macy ’s. 

Since I was totally unfamiliar with Macy’s prior to my first encounter, I had 
a hard time finding my way the first few days of my employment. The size of 
this gigantic store overwhelmed me, and the feeling of excitement filled me 
so that in view of the fact that I now was becoming part of it was indescribably 
satisfying but I was very confused!!! 

In spite of the fact that I felt very lost physically, I felt enormous gratitude 
towards Ms. Carlin for making me part of it all by hiring me. 

I was now part of Macy’s famous training squad, which in those days was well 
known for training the very best retail executives in the country. I felt 
proud to have qualified forthis very exciting business future ahead of me, 
inspite of all the very difficulties in my past I vowed there and then that 
I was going to give it my all, and I did just that. The hard work and sheer 
magic excitement that followed from the first day of my employment I felt 
rewarded for all my sufferings to date!!!!!!ENJOYED ALL OF IT IMENSLY 

My first day of training squad, was the name of the school where Macy’s 
trained all of their own executives for their needs to run their giant 
retail business. All of it was very unrelated to my past involvements and 
experiences. I felt lost in this school environment where there were about 
45 or 50 of us starting a new career. But no one had a foreign background 
like myself. I was unfamiliar with the American method of teaching. Since 
I was educated in Europe, the system or method of teaching was quite different 
from the one I was used to, but I was not going to let anything stand in my way!! 






In the very first lesson, we were introduced to the executive 
structure of the giant retail store, that we just began to work in. 

I remember the drawing which the teacher did on the board with 
white chulk. At the very top she drew a horizontal box, inside she 
entered the name of the president of the store. At the same time 
she showed us a photograph of the president. Under the horizontal 
box she drew several additional boxes of the same kind, where she 
wrote the names of the senior vice presidents, and showed us their 
photos, and attached with straight lines all af the below 
drawn senior vice presidents boxes to the top box explaining, that all 
of the senior vice presidents answer directly to the president 
in the chain of command. 

She went on drawing more boxes and assigned them to the administrators, 
a group of which answered to the senior vice presidents, and so on. 

By the time she was finished we were all confused, and looked at 
each other with a puzzeled look. What does all this meen??? 

But the teacher just went on and tried her best to explain as much 
as she could about the chain of comand of the giant retail store. 

In the beginning it was not too clear, even just after a few 
weeks it all fell in to place, and all of us on the training-squad 
started to feel at home. 

After the executive structure was explained to us in detail we 
were made aware of all the sales-supporting departments that 
existed in the store, to assist the various senior executives 
working in the store, such as the comparison shoppers department, 
the telephone orderboard, the advertising department, the bureau of 
standards, etc. etc. 

The functions of each department mention above was explained, 
and we were beginning to feel that soon after our training 
we would be *ble to work with each of these departments. 

But: it did not come as easy as that. For much more training 
materials were necessary to learn in school and in actual practice. 

All of it was new to all of us and very exciting. 





After the various general information about our new company, we had our 
most difficult task ahead of us! We had to learn each and every job in 
theory as well as in practice of all the sales supporting departments in 
the store. 

Ignoring our previous experiences, education, and intentions for the future 
we were familiarized with the documents that a salesclerk would come in 
contact with on the selling floor, and there are many I might add. It is 
overwhelming how much more difficult it is to act as a salesperson in a 
large department store than is a small size retail shop. There are receiving 
transaction saleschecks, there are send transaction saleschecks, there are 
cash transactions saleschecks, and so much more. After three days of theoretic 
salesclerk training, we were assigned to the various departments in the 
store, and simply functioned as salesclerks, to practice what we just 
learned in theory. 

After two weeks of practice on the sellinfloor, being observed by the 
supervisor of that particular department, a rating report of our performance 
was given to us in a sealed evelope to be dilivered to our training squad 
teacher. She read the report that was written about our performance. 

Of course each report was read to us in private, and we were now 
ready to take our next course: SELLING FLOOR SUPERVISOR. 

This course involved a great deal of detail again. Lots of theory 
about atitude towards the customer, how to handle the sales clerks 
under your supervision, and of course all the documents that a supervisor 
has to be familiar with in order to be able to take efficient care of 
the customers and make them the most satisfied of any retail 
operation. The manual which contained all the rules and regulations 
of the store was a thick volume book, with many, many pages of 
literature, and illustrations of the documents. 

Each of us received a book and our heads were spinning from all we 
had to memorize, and we were now given assignments on the selling floor 
to practice or function as a supervisor on the selling floor. 
























I vividly remember that I was assigned to replace the vacationing 
selling floor supervisor on the main floor costume jewelry department. 
This was a large department, and was the most difficult to handle. 

The main floor departments are the busiest of all the departments 
in the store. 

My head was spinning in all directions with all the new customers 
and their questions and unfamiliar situations and problems 
that I was suddenly confronted with. All questions of the sales 
clerks, signing of all documents, the scheduling of the clerks, full 
and part time, lunch schedules, breakes, etc. etc. 

I was overwhelmed, but tried to control these events with the best 
discipline I could master. All I had was the guidance of the few 
hours of instrucion that I was able to obsorb on training 
squad, but most of all I relied on my common sense. 

By the time closing time rolled around, I was mentally and 
physically exhausted, but never discouraged! On the contrary, I 
felt satisfied that I was able to get through it all!!!! 

I anxiously waited for the following day, and looked forward to 
all challrnges it would bring my way. 

Every day had its own difficulties and problems, that I had to 
struggle with and solve. I tried my best with all the common 
sense and loyalty to handle everything that came my way on the 
selling floor. 

I had no idea what the quality level was of my performance, but 
I was hoping for the best. 

After about a week in this assignment, the buyer of the department 
who incidentally later became my personal friend, was observing 
my performance from the background. I was not even aware of this 
because I was so busy trying to do the best possible job I could. 

One day she came over to me and complimented me on my efforts and 
total performance. This meant a great deal to me, since she was 
going to be the one who would write the rating about my performance 
at the end term of my supervisory assignment. 

She did write an outstanding rating about my performance, and 
started spreding the rumor to all her collegues ( I was totally 
unaware of this spreading rumor) 












that in her department she has a young lady assigned from training 
squad, who in her opinion was excellent assistant buyer material. 

She did a great job replacing my supervisor, who was on vacation. 

If any of you are in need of an assistant I suggest you grab 
her before anyone else does! I only wish I had an opening in my 
department!!!! 

Again I had no idea of this conversation behind my back, but 
one afternoon I got a call from the trsining department, that the 
main floor lingerie department buyer wanted to see me for an 
interview. He had an opening for a senior assitent buyer in hid 
department. 

At this time I was employed by the store for no more than about 
six weeks, and was still very vaguely familiar about what this 
interview really meant??? 

This was my first interview in the store and also was the first perdon 
to be interviewed from the new group on training squad.. 

I have pleasant memories of this interview with the lingerie buyer, 
who incidentally was a male, which was quite unusual those days, 
since most lingerie buyers were female. Our conversation was 
relaxed, general, pleasant and flowed in a friendly, warm manner. 

The gentleman buyer at the end of our conversation told me 
that he was impressed with me, and he would like for me to become 
his assistant. At the end of our visit he said: "Miss Spiegel, 
you are the 28th applicant I interviewed. They all have more 
experience and have a more suitable background for the position in 
question, but for some reason I feel that you are the one who 
be able to do the best job. How do you feel about working 
with me?" My reply was: " I think we could have a good wrking 
relationship." 

I had no idea again just how I would manage all the things L nat 
Mr. Sapiro explained that would become my responsibility, but 
I said to myself somehow I would manage. As in the past I will use 
my best judgement, try my best and apply my best integrity to my 
activities and I will succeed 

After all, these qualities were the ones that brought me here, and 
would get me through my future assignments!!! 
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